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outpourings of your searching spirit and think¬ 
ing mind Exploring many fields of investiga¬ 
tion and re-calling to mind the maxims and 
sayings of many master-minds of different 
countries and ages you have yet kept your inde¬ 
pendence in outlook and utterance Thoughts 
like those you have expressed cannot but be the 
result of deep personal experience I congrat¬ 
ulate you therefore on this achievement I 
am glad to find that you have not merely a nega¬ 
tive attitude towards life but a positive 
one That is the most essential thing for any 
individual to go through life with an assur¬ 
ance that be is a somebody capable of answer¬ 
ing the challenge of life 

May you thrive in your thoughts and in 
translating them into life I 
nith all good wishes 

Yours sincerely 

“?/ M gUL.. 

To 

Ur R P Patel 
H U Public School 
Andheri BOISAY 



PRELUDE 

I scan the Drama ol Life, kaleidoscopic arjd 
picturesque 

From t\ie sapphire hill-tops to the coal-blaCk 
ravines. 

And from the gloomy abj ss to golden plains 
I loafed about 

Like a Gypsy of the Unknoivu Land 
On the Chariot of the ‘ I ” 

On the Higluva}s of Quest. 

In the Wilderness of Pleasure 
With my brood of the seraph’s hope wings 
and the mortal $ appetites. 

1 chased the Shadow of the Unknowable 
Sunshine and shade. 

Green blossoms and Autumn leaves, 

Rugged and thorny passes and smooth slipp¬ 
ery tracks, 

A merrj'go round of lulls and thrills. 

Smiles and scorns 
Streams and sewers— 

All invoke me, mvite me— 

And all I lov e and loathe 

All saintlj and beastly impulses play on my 
bosom, 
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And the Delight o£ the Spirit. 

And the siiirl of scores of silver rivers 
Coflouing toward the horizonless Sea 

Revolutions after revolutions have come and 
gone, 

^fessiahs after messtahs have flickered and ex¬ 
tinguished 

Padres and Brahmins and Moulvis preach 
From the tops of churches mosques and 
temples 

The glory of God, but the God is dead, 

Until man quits hts senses* narrow maze 
And goes to the leper, 

Until woman gues birth to the Arch child of 
Nazareth, 

Until is there One Road for the Spirit to tread. 
And One Heart throbbing for mutual grace 
It IS in the heart of man that a Pagoda should 
be built 

In his heart should be sown the seeds of relife 
It IS the Human Plant that should be nurtur¬ 
ed well 

With the Waters of Love and Light Ever¬ 
lasting 

Then why build canals that touch the poles. 
And carry ships of Gospel Books to the farthest 
isle ’ 



Otir U N 0 >•? tlif Tower of babble 
ThewlioIcU N O it ensf rincd in Man 
In >on and me 

Know lh}sclf nnd revel tbjsclf and fulfil thy 
self 

^ on arc the Sj nibol of Tmtli and Knowledge 
and 

^on arc the hope of the ferrcst'-ial ground 
The salt of the eirth a frail dolorous orb 
The trunip*cnrd is man 
In him lie God his Prophets and His Paradise 
Let Man vvorship Man— 

I preach tins ever old Sermon ever new Scrip* 
tute 

Only a step and all is the Shadovriess and 
Sibylline airs 


R P Pattl 
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Life, A Great Enigma 


Life IS full of tunnoils, it has its dark, 
shady corners and, also, open grounds radiant 
with foU star light and sunshine and free 
breezes 

Life has its charms, it has faiths, it has 
doubts. It has its pnvate pleasures and muffl¬ 
ed pains, it has Its trials and errors, its ave¬ 
nues of hope and abysms of deep despair Life 
may be a hurricane of joy for some a river of 
ever dancing ripples of delight for some it is 
a mischievous wife, and her mischief is to be 
put up uith, because they are wedded to her 
and must pull on with her anjhow either 
through forgetfulness or through constant 
compromises 

For me, life is a blank an undecipherable 
page I want to unlock its mysterj if it has 
any With a burning passion I passed through 
its jQjs and sorrows I tried to swim across its 
banks but was caught in its edd es 
« * * 

I pla>ed thoroughlj with the snobbish girl 
called life her smiles were \ain her flowerj. 
honejcd words were traps She lulled me to 



The Unrolling of the Saga of Self 


When I travel back into the depths of toy 
past, I find a person' in me awakening to 
needs and striving after tbeir realization, 
baffled at the vast, complex, outward creation 
and the riddle of hfe and finding answers m 
books and from the learned, confronting 
hurdles and evading them by clinging to 
imaginary solutions or tangible escapes, meet* 
ing frustrations and compensating the loss by 
adhering to theories that will fill in the barreit 
despair with airy supenonly and hope The 
defeat at the economic front was proportion¬ 
ately balanced with the strategy of routined 
morals and * eye-less spirituality His hunt¬ 
ed soul sought a covenng in the invincible 
castle of hypocrisy He never confessed his 
failures and inabilities which he painted m 
bright hues to glorify them This is a piece of 
human life 


I leaving aside my postmortem existence 
go close to the ante-natal screen behind which 
there is puzzling darkness The ignorant 
existence in the mothers womb, based on 
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jntoxicitcd dreams, shegavemccoungc ulien 
m> spirit faltered , <he exposed her snow white 
breast where I found refuge dunng thirst), 
hungrj hours And the \ery girl proved 
treacherous to me she dazzled me and duped 
me, she used me for her pleasure’s sake, she 
deserted me in dark, cloud) niglits 

I met her accidentally near a wayside inn, 
I liked her, loved her and now can’t part witli 
her for a single fraction of a moment I am 
enmeshed in her fragrant net She is with me 
at daw n, at noon, at eventide and at mid night, 
ever at m> side, to murmur id my cars her 
professions of fidelity and to delight my eyes 
with the' love light in her eye andhervirgm 
bashfulness She is an enigma her charms are 
fickle inconsistent arc her caresses and kisses 
She gave me every thing I pined for but not 
her name and her address ’ 



THE UNROLLING OF TUF SAGA OF SELF 5 

less monad, existing m the atmosphere of 
spiritual creation This is the past of my 
ambitious and proud career 

A new consciousness takes possession of 
the child, who represents himself through his 
phjsical body. e\ery sensation of which he 
makes his own He finds his security in the 
lap of his mother, who feeds him, nurses him 
and watches over him, through midnight, 
hilf'drowsy hours, m the faint castor*oil light, 
with anxious and tender care He was fon* 
died, ” soft-bedded " and lov ingly looked after 
The child takes help of the only language at 
his command, the language of weeping, and 
summons his mother to his succour 
Slowly and unconsciously the plastic mirror 
of his mmd gathers impres>ions of words and 
his pent-up dumb craving bursts into fragments 
of sounds The mother who is attached to 
him becomes the apple of his eye, and the 
child babbles, ** Md—Ma " Merely spoon 
feeding can’t gratify his hunger , he demands 
flattery from liis mother He wants to mono 
pohze her completely He plays various 
tricks He storms and rages He weeps cries 
and hides himself m an unfrequented corner 
of his house This makes his mammy over¬ 
anxious and compels her to flatter the little 
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orderly chaos and chance and uncertainty, is 
frightfully suffocating I do not know the 
A B C of these hidden hieroglyphs of life 
The germ cells, whicli manifest even embryonic 
surprises and fears, grou into a sobbing baby 
undergoing mysterious, living processes He 
must be a pulsating* organism cut apart from 
the life-stem to contact the uorld of pleasure 
and pain 

In the beginning of the “ saga of self ’, he 
confronts a booming, buzzing confusion 
Blurred lights and hazy shapes flicker before 
his eyes He enters the world weeping, a 
significant fact which reveals tlie feature of the 
mortal fibre of tlie world He sleeps like a 
frog this small biological automaton He is 
rocked m a cradle and amused with lullabies 
His childhood does not pass under a lucky 
star 

The little ‘person' knows the use of his 
tongue the use of his senses of seeing smell¬ 
ing and hearing, the uae of his hands and feet 
and other organs He laughs and bitterly 
weeps Life is expressed through a smile and 
a tear 

A few moons back, he was factually a 
branch of the mother-tree, a little lime ago he 
was only a love’s dream, an astral tell, a figure- 
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less monad, existing m the atmospliere of 
spiritual creation Tins is the past of my 
ambitious and proud career 

A ne^^ consciousness takes possession of 
the child, who represents himself through his 
phjsical body, exery sensation of which he 
makes his own He finds hts security m the 
lap of his mother, who feeds him, nurses, him 
and watches over him, through midnight, 
half drowsy hours, in the faint castor-oil light, 
with anxious and tender care He was fon¬ 
dled, “ soft-bedded *’ and lovingly looked after 
The child takes help of the only language at 
his command, the language of weeping, and 
summons his mother to his succour 

Slowly and unconsciously the plastic mirror 
of his mind gathers impressions of words and 
his pent-up dumb craving bursts into fragments 
of sounds The mother who is attached to 
him becomes the apple of his eye, and the 
child babbles " Ma—Md ’* Merely spoon 
feeding can't gratify his hunger, he demands 
flattery from his mother He wants to mono 
polize her completely He plays various 
tncks He storms and rages He weeps, cnes 
and hides himself in an unfrequented corner 
of his house This makes his mammy over¬ 
anxious and compels her to flatter the little 
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prince newly admitted to the arena of herjoy. 
The child discovers that pretension pays 
sophistication succeeds Daj-dreaming and 
fanc) ramble become Ills dailj job No wind 
of grim reality nor ethics blows o%er his land 
of moonshine He becomes a little ruler of his 
little kingdom 



In the Discords of Existence 


I was accidently dropped, without any 
previous intimation, into the midst of a be- 
\sildeiing forest of human beings, just in the 
u hiding core of the discords of evistence I 
disco\ ered brutes and beasts in human garbs, 
I discovered human species frozen in the chill 
of pessimism, I discovered a mad feverish 
struggle for self preservation, for domination, 
for power I walked along the dusty road of 
life and came across men who begged, who 
suffered, whose sons died, whose property was 
snatched away by the crafty and the cunning, 
who lived lavishly and lustily, who indulged 
in idle jabbering and washed dirty linen in 
public, who conspired, who wove frauds who 
violated the modesty of ivomen, who massa« 
cred innocent children They lived in self- 
enclosed narrowness and self complacency , all 
were glad to cheat and deceive, to injure and 
prosecute out of sheer amusement 

Humpty Dumptys, unprincipled, greedy 
and heartless, whose souls are deadened—these 
spiritual dwarfs—are everywhere, m slums, in 
palaces, on road sides, everywhere, at all times 
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All hearts are smitten m the maddening vortex 
of self interest, all are consumed uith flimes 
of passion, eaten up with cutting worries, 
stricken, smashed and dripping njlh /Jlth, 
vulganty and mcc Spiritual sickness lias 
permeated their heings, thej are afraid to h\ e, 
tolue frcelj, trulj Tliej wander about as 
m a fog There cannot be a worse hell than 
this world With its pnnees tn purple garments 
and with its priests m monkish robes Mj ejes 
ran o\er the “crusl>/’ *‘rust>/’ "musty'* 
and "fustj " activities of the world and I 
underwent crccp> shudders and tortures that 
defy imagination 

Such a lunatic and lascivious world, cla> 
mouring for the "I" and the ’'Shne^’, was 
VI heeling noisily around roe I asked mjself 
whether 1 had been in a long dream created 
by ray illusory mind or whether the mundane 
existence was a fact With the idea of the 
world being a fact, an actuality, my heart 
shivered I lost all hope, t saw nebulous mist 
in front of my eyes, I knew not how to step 
out of it Life became a gloomy enigma and 
I groped for the answer 
*' \\ e laugh, we cry, we are bom, we die 
W'ho Kill riddle me the and the wfiy ^ " 
Spinjual fever was gathering momentum. 
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my lips were parched for want of nectar, my 
mind grew and, dull, dry I felt the future was 
still left untried, a thousand paths had never 
yet been trodden, a thousand summits have 
remained unsealed, a thousand "salubrities” 
and hidden coral ridges of life unexplored 



To be or not to be 


EckJnrdt obsened, "The fleetest beast to 
bear }ou to perfection is suffering '' Have I 
not sufiered’ Have I not threaded my way 
through tlie punfjing fires of a purgatory? 
Ha\e I not faced prnationsand pinpricks in an 
illuminating wa> ’ Am I not feeling anxietj, 
\ague fear, insecunij every instant of my 
life? Dull lonel> hours pass 01 er mj earthly 
sojourn, tearing my heart into pieces, render¬ 
ing It peaceJess I fee) I am a nobod}, insig¬ 
nificant, inferior, pettj paltrj, a good for- 
nothing fellow No amount of logic chopping 
can help me out of this plight, it is e\tremely 
difficult to clearly decipher the meaning of my 
mental fog my metaphysical blindness 

I can evolve the woH s teeth a cat’s paw, 
a fox’s cunning a kite’s greed and a crane’s 
hypocrisy to run a race for worldly prizes 
But the ruthless grinding of the world s round 
will be more ruthless thereby hell will not be 
lifted higher, man will be reduced to an ugly 
beast, the buckshot and the bullets will not 
be silenced Jo\e will never find its fulfilment 
It seems absurd to spend my too short a life 



TO BE OR NOT TO BE 


II 


slaving auay for only a lie and <a libel 

The walks of life are littered with blighted 
hopes, shattered ambitions and broken egg¬ 
shells of love, a few pleasures allotted to my 
lot are merely as the ** perfume and supphance 
of a minute *' The most vexing question is 
broached by the Hamlet in me '* Which 
course is to be pursued—* to be or not to be'— 
whether to be cowed down to submission to 
over-whelming pressure and rigid necessity of 
destiny or to encounter the odds and vicis¬ 
situdes as they arise to confront my path ’ " 

« « «> 

I look at the bu$> world outside myself, 1 
observe what the creatures of my species do 
They add acres to acres, extend bpildings 
vertically and horizontally, put on attractive 
dress, run shops m Africa or Fiji build chari¬ 
table asylums, form themselves into selfish 
cliques, eat, drink and breed get their books 
published and preach from the pulpits what 
they hardly understand renounce the world 
and speak of metaphysics, mysticism, free¬ 
masonry and super-earthly wisdom It is a 
delightful sight to witness a passing film of 
the ultra clever, supershreivd folk, indulged in 
the idolatry of the superfluous in the cut¬ 
throat competition for profit and mutual rob- 
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tcrj All oi Cl IS found a cunning and crool- 
cd rainipulaling of things 

Men are all absorbed «, 1 I, the significince 
OI their puny, pjgmy successes and fsilures, 
the elus.re froiins and smiles of their fate 
The ami,.lions and the voluptuous, the poner- 
rabb e and the pleasure rabble, the lotus eaters 
and he pilgrims of the primrose path of life- 
all throng the noor of the earth, inventing 
fashions and mah.ng amazing machines, build¬ 
ing ships and aeroplanes and norhmg magic 
with aircless and electricity Bon vojages 
arc radioed, vires hum, scenes are televised, 
tventj storied skyscrapers are being huddled 
and heaped tegether. and the eggs of atom- 
bombs are under hatching 

Life widens endlessly each day brings 
some new immense wonders, marvellous curio¬ 
sities The worldly crowds go on erecting a 
tower of civilization a huge pile of selfishness 

and greed till they totter into the great grave 
Jfan builds a church and a cathedral having 
heav ’3 bowerj stone walls just to conceal him 
self, for he is ashamed to stand under the clear 
firmament The world appears like a huge 
city of shopmen trafficking and bargainin® for 
pelf, power and prestige beautiful cIocLvvorl s 
the> are all' My heart gets enticed by the 
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aura of lu\ur\ and uorldK wi'dom and I am 
allured to do as thc\ do Perhapb this ma\ 
make me happj perhaps this will fill m tJie 
\acanc} of mj heart Or will it be like Imnt- 
ini; for a needk m a haystack—a pang plank 
leading straight to di«illu<ionment ^ 

And It IS not altogether the sunlit hour of 
triumph for mankind On the bread and 
Imtencalh troubled planet the great bulk of 
human race fumb'esand flounders and plunges 
into dubious scuffle against mind-concocted 
fearsand Q%cr ndinginsecuritics Hou anxious 
tbej are for an> raindrop of hopc*cndo\\ing 
truth for an) ration of angelic favour natna\ 
Embarrassed and engulfed m destitution 
guideless and orphaned the) truh need such 
a <olacing music of love as n«es above the dm 
of the dust) earth 



** Hitching Waggons to the Stars 


The sense of frustration, the feeling of 
defeatism and infenonty, inner aches, the 
nebulous night within become the motive 
power of the wheel of my life It is the 'per¬ 
sonality—deficit' that strives to express itse’f 
for fulfilment, to work out compensation for 
Its inadequacies I am shallow, weak, and 
want to be brimful and exuberant Golden 
hours of life are dedicated to the defence of 
my self respect and self importance The focus 
of my vision is on both sensational tbnils and 
spiritual sobriety I "hitch my waggons to 
the stars’ and to the moon 

I am out for gratifying the measureless 
desire of life I long to jom the bar, I desire 
to be a great Vedantic missionary who can 
rock the whole of Amenca in a strange spell 
of wonder My youthful heart gets captivated 
by Sandow built on the pattern of Hercules, 
with his uncommon physical symmetry and 
prowess , it is also charmed by Luther and 
Dayanand who prophesied and inaugurated 
the dawn and advent of religious renaissance 
Venly I dream of fashioning myself into a 
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roan of letters, a wizard of magnetic and mes¬ 
meric words 

The lofty philosophies of the w orld thunder 
in my mind like bombshelb on a sleeping city 
I strive to win the wisdom of Plato and copy 
Jesus Buddha shines forth picturesquely in 
my heart, enriching its substance and I idolize 
him The thoughts of Ntnan, self-realization, 
self-abnegation, crucifiMon haunt mj’ religious- 
\y curious mind and effect a radical revolution 
in the manner of my thinking Samkara, 
Descartes and Vyas offer a ready-made formula 
for the puzzle of the world which, as they con¬ 
ceive, IS almost a dream, a mirage 

The half baked idealistic philosophers lend 
me to believe that the earthly existence is a 
dream, an illusion, a mental fiction, a castle in 
the air, but the verdict of my heart goes coun¬ 
ter to this belief, spurnng on my mind to the 
conviction that it is a tangible reabty, a solid 
fact A tangle arises between the belief and 
the empirical experience 

Being tired of contradictory thoughts 
and meddlesome ideologies which I blot out 
from life, leaving no trace behind, suddenly 
and then faintly I clutch at * God, ’ the biggest 
and most potent spiritual apparatus, the last 
resort of my anchorage He appears like a 
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" Great Geometncjan,' Hjs Jans being precise 
and inexorable M> ‘Absolute ' is supra per¬ 
sonal, supra ethical and supra psychical both 
the material and eflicient cau'e of the uorld; 
it IS "incessant life, action, freedom", it is 
the reality par txcelUnce, one only without a 
second It is self luminous self mobile and 
all pervading, it is within anj without, it is in 
a star, in a solitar> grain of sand, in a blade 
of grass in a diamond, in a piece of coal It 
IS in the microcosm as well as in the macro 
coam It IS sal clitl ananda God is a wonder¬ 
worker, "self engendered and self-evohed *, 
something trans e3rth]> , and He cannot be 
put m the compass of human logic and human 
word He is abo\e the zenith and below the 
nadir, impalpable and be>ond all mortal com 
prehension Such a God can only be worded 
in negative terms 'AV/i, AV/j " 

A romantic frenzy creeps into mv blood 
and stirs me to identify mjself with the whole 
ODiverse, ever>thing in it finite and infinite 
eimal audible and visible, mute and dark 
“Let my soul become enlarged, I am not 
enough, I am little and contemptible ” I take 
a visa for the starry galaxies and brood 
over m> timelessness, * * spacelessness ' and 
‘ causeles'sness albeit the all-engro'^sing pre- 



"niTCHINC WAGGONS TO THE STARS*' 1? 


sence of the frame of my body, however frad 
in its fibre and repnUivein its flesh, tenacious¬ 
ly hooked to me, engages my constant atten¬ 
tion Jly life becomes a grand and glaring 
paradox 

« * * 

There is a craze, a sort of maniac anima¬ 
tion in my mind, and even gladness I pore 
over heaps upon heaps of books on Ethics and 
Metaphysics. I also can’t afford to shut my 
eyes to the school text-books, which I mug up 
in order to pass the examinations and which 
I so keenly disdain Considering my aris¬ 
tocratic reserve as capable of impressing others 
with awe, I Keep mum and keep the members 
of my herd at bay. In a mood of visionary 
recklessness, I ramble about the rut of my 
life, with blunted emotions, blind to the 
tender feelings of my fellowmen, blowing my 
own trumpet and behlthng everyone else save 
myself I sing of lofty ideals, inner voices, 
esoteric creeds and occult mysteries This 
may fill in the empty balloon of my life with 
air, and then, 1 shall be something 

I embark upon a course for selfish gams 
I get myself pinned to dogmas of religion and 
science. The Hebrew fear of God, the Chns- 
tian piety, the Gandhian aJnmsS, the laws of 
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Manu and Xloses captuft the yearning of mj 
heart. I try to translate " The Imitation oi 
Clirist ” by Thomas A’Kempis into life's 
activities. 

X crave for Iiot-bottle luxuries. I am 
hypnotiaed by the higb-broiv. I indulge in 
conventional gloss and decorum. To dupe 
the uncultured uorld. I learn the art of orna¬ 
mental speech and ghb-talking. the art of 
exhibiting pedantry. I ride rough-shod over 
my fellow-brothers to develop wealth and 
power. I become fastidious about my food 
and dress so that I may carve out a shining 
corner for myself amid the goody-goody hypo¬ 
crites. I foolishly submit to the laws and 
usages of social life, particularly those which 
permit self-augmentation. 

1 am ever on the lookout for some one 
who will appreciate my obtrusiveness and 
showiness and patiently lead his ear to my 
bragging about myself m season and out of 
season. I follow m the foot-steps of the 
rabble-rouser and the spinner of gossamer 
nothings. To grow beyond the bonds of my 
own skm becomes my passion. It is the 
“ more " that enchants me. Greedy restless¬ 
ness spreads over my limbs, and ambition’s 
fever. 
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A thousand and one objects between 
heaven and earth attract me The pride of 
my modicum of righteousness demands an 
outlet in a savage violence to all things The 
bile, given vent to, is termed moral indigna¬ 
tion I bask in the sunshine of good con¬ 
science which IS often * a sugar coated Ego ’ 
I cultivate virtues by constant coercion The 
self seeks pleasure through the windows of 
senses. Some aenal paradise is invented, 
where the prancings and flights of thought 
may be undertaken Like a black shadow the 
pleasure-obsessed self accompanies me to my 
ultimate doom, pressing me onward to subtle 
crime, hideous in its ruthlessness and brutality 
How long should I remain entrenched m filthy 
and foul environs and influences like a puppet 
and a play thing ? I fume I fret, I catch at 
clouds misty, mazy clouds 

* • « 

Hours weeks months and years stealthily 
slip by, this stream of tune this stream of 
life, muddy and turbid gathering silt to build 
a selfish human island The shutters not 
only of the window but of the mmd I keep 
fastened so that no fresh air may get entrance 
and disturb the egocentric cobwebs spun by 
my ' Desire soul 
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Bookish I become and examination ndeJen. 
' cribbed, cabined and confin'd" in the world 
of pen, paper and ink No one should inirude 
upon my silent meditations which will even* 
tuatly put me in truce with the pulse of the 
cosmos No friend should interfere with my 
solitary evening walks, as that is the time to 
witness the shifting colours and lights in the 
sk>, to ponder over the beginning and end of 
life Jfy touchiness rises to such a pitch that 
a very slight sound is capable of shattering 
my nerves, making me restless Those who 
pay homage to my deified personality, those 
who rafiy aroemtf me (o fann a paehr of gang¬ 
sters are some of my chosen playmates Th^y 
are expected to smg my ballads and station 
me on a higli pedestal to venerate me as their 
saviour Those who question my dictatorship 
are strangers 

I cannot go beyond my priv ate pleasure 
and yet unconscionsJy I bail duty, love and 
friendship Under the cloak of safe guarding 
these epic virtues I a self styled moralist, 
pose as a defender of ethics toiling for th^ 
triumph of the mission day in and day out, 
with the irksome tenaaty and drudgery of a 
galley slave The show of my over enthusiastic 
goodness is my bad love of myself" which 
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goes to make a prison for me I become kind 
to my neighbour, but cruel to my mother, 
negligent towards my children My morality 
IS a shallow and stagnant pool, in the mirror 
of its water I see the ugly face of the ego, with 
its "frown and wrinkled lip and sneer of cold" 
command ” A wild chase begins, a chase 
after tickling delight 

The rollicking spring time of my life, my 
youth and adventurous blood, my love epi¬ 
sodes ended m tragic and heart-cutting deser¬ 
tion, arouse blind alarm in some, perplexed 
curiosity in others, while still others are 
irritated by a vague, shadowy glimmer of a 
green eyed monster Seized with love’s in¬ 
toxication, I continue to pass sleepless nights 
and fuming day-hours, now smiling now sobb¬ 
ing I make an imperceptible step towards a 
dark abyss but I feel close before me the 
touch of erotic joy incarnated in flesh and 
blood, the touch of the goddess of love, dnd I 
am satisfled Exhausted with constant mus 
mgs, constant memories, so numerous, so 
passionate, I retire to my bed late at night for 
rest, dreamy and drowsy, my heart torn, my 
soul bruised, awaiting to morrow’s morning, 
which makes living shapes clear and augurs 
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something good, I know not what The next 
day, Ircsh and precious, is, sgain, dedicated to 
•* change of follies and relays of joy ” 

Under the stress of the chaotic dream of 
’* the madness and the peace" of ray wild love, 
studies arc neglected and duties and purposes 
of life, and at times I gt%e a striking demon* 
stration of my gravity and senousness In 
what a terrific rarefied mental hypocrisy I am 
entangled ! I chum the water of life so that 
it may seem deep, depthless •* Bubbles I buy 
with a whole soul s tasking '* 

■ • » 

I am* a disharmony and a hybnd of plant 
and phantom ’* I sober a bit, but under and 
around me things appear rocking, tottering 
yet the swarms of fairy dreams the dreams of 
palaces phaetons parchments, titles an^ 
medals flow before roc, spreading discontent 
in their course Life flows boisterously, sorae^ 
times monotonously I personally approach 
Gandhi Tagore and Raman with all reverence. 
With all heart’s docility, my mtellectnal 
appetite stimulates roe to skiro over the 
• weighty tomes ’’ of ^nikara, Anstotle, Kant, 
Hegel, Bergson and Aurobindo I test the 
efficacy of prayer and the potency of the 
spirit, an entity extravagantly trumpeted. 
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though scarcely understood, though rarely 
realized Thoughts of varied colours aiid 
trends, chaotic and muddled, like a tangled 
mass of clouds creep over me, encompass rfiV 
mind, oppress my heart The personalities, 
magnanimous, resplendent and glowing—Rous¬ 
seau, Huxley and Nietzsche, Bertrand Russell 
and Bernard Shaw, Spinoza and Schopenhauer, 
Patanjali, Confucius and Zarathustra—all 
rotate in a continuous succession before my 
retina like moving cinematographic pictures 
Kabir, Gibran and Jalaluddin Kumi fascinate 
my emotional self, with them I swim in the 
lake of mystic ecstasies 

New terms like Chung ymg ” ” Rta " 
*'May3,’' "Platonic Idea,” ''afnoTi knowl‘ 
edge,” ” Noumena,” ' Supermmd,'* "Arche¬ 
typal world ” " £/<?» Vital, *’ " Sahaja SamS- 
dhi” and the "Everlasting Yea” are added 
to my spiritual vocabulary Raising dust in 
the sky, the philosophers make an awful row 
and complain that they cannot see How can 
they make me envisage, cheer my drooping 
soul, give me a little flame to enlighten my 
mazy and o’er darkened pilgrimage > 

Human life is not static, immobile a stereo¬ 
typed machine, it has dynamic currents and 
back-eddies Little by httle and with supreme 
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rest, I bring upon myself toil and turmoil, 
I find ray greatest pleasure in a superabun¬ 
dance of creature comforts, in a wider range of 
knowledge, in ambition The more I seek 
solace m the objects of senses, the mOre for¬ 
lorn, the more empty, I become Wiat 
prompts me to pursue mammon, matter and 
flesh? I must dig deeper, delve deeply, 
I must break open the scaled treasures of ray 
mind, the monumental quames of my life 
Gorky IS right when he says. "No Jock has 
been made but has its fitting key " Great as 
ore the exploits of science, blissful as are the 
Utopias promised by politics greater and 
more bliss-bestowmg inventions and realms 
yet await this era in the sphere of human 
felicity, in the domain of Spint Above all 
brittle things there stands the heav enly zenith 
of chance, the paradise of hazard, of wanton¬ 


ness 



A Spectre like Cross 


This IS the tragedy of time—nothing is 
safe in its lap, there everything vanishes like 
a twittering autumn leaf * Each slew a slayer 
and in turn was slam. Life living upon death ” 
The fair face of the world veils ‘ one vast, 
savage grim conspiracy of mutual murder, 
from the worm to man who himself kills his 
fellow ' There is death m the sky m the air, 
on the earth, in the waters, death everywhere 
Little wonder it is if this solid seeming world 
1$ only a magical show, a juggler's trick 

I see my sister, my grand mother, my father 
disappear behind funeral piles What I look 
upon as delight, as love, indeed as especial 
proud privilege, holds within it the germs of 
decay Thrilling dances of my sweet hearts 
spread the splendour of dew drops everywhere, 
their smiles, their blushings, hurl me into 
transitory cosiness and coolness they too meet 
the common fate of ashes, these beloveds my 
own hesh and blood 

The traffic of things, their flow, is endless. 
Constant Life seems to be *' a mistake, a 
regrettable stimng of the clay” Nothing is 
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Tcljable, dependable; nothing js stationarjv 
secure Tlie heaping up of fortune, all amen¬ 
ities and luxuries, end in an airy cipher 
Heraclitus and Bergson were right They 
saw movement all around, a never-ceasing 
vibrating tide of facts and fancies Atoms 
and molecules, ideas and feelings—whatever 
IS generated out of matter and mind—undergo 
death and reincarnation without any pause 
Evanescent is this handicraft ot Nature, ever 
m ceaseless flux “There is a crack m everj- 
thing that God has made “ 

In the brother’s words, hying emphasis on 
the bright and positive side of the picture, 

* there is no night without daybreak, where 
darkness is thickest dawn is ready, there is no 
fog that the sun does not dissipate, no cloud 
that It does not gild, no tear that it does not 
one day dry, no storm after which its bow of 
triumph does not hft up its rays, no snow that 
it does not melt, no winter that it does not 
change into radiant spring ** I look at the 
changing world, stare, with wonderment at 
the play of the ephemeral so full of gaping 
void of bubbles and foam flakes Indeed, 
affliction brings forth its counterpoise of glory 
and discord resolyes into harmony Where 
there is mgbt in our life, it is because there is a 
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*' white day ” not far off 

There is a kind ray of hope, but there is, 
also, a dark shadow of suffenng, a spectre like 
cross "Never to have lived is best,” an 
ancient writer says I have in my memory 
all the past incidents of my life, all the books 
I have read, the words, the words of wisdom 
I have heard and all bitter pills of experience 
I have swallowed, all life, weighed in the 
scales of love and infinite truth, seems to me 
"a preparation for something that never 
happens ” 

I, nevertheless, cling to chattels, persons 
and " mucumy traths,*' taking them to be 
lasting My mind, ever seeking security, 
permanence, moves from one moorage to 
another, but on each moorage there is a twinge 
of death, yet it hopes for ultimate certainty 
The Gita comes and says that the Atman is 
immortal I am the Atman and I am death¬ 
less Behind the topsyturvying of sensate 
values, there stands the Eternal Principle 
which knows no edge nor end It is ever 
anake, shining and glorious, m waking hours, 
in the dream mist, in deep oblivious sleep, 
even in a Yogic trance All colour, all me¬ 
lody, all shapes and shades, everything that 
can be seen by the eye, that can be heard by 



28 


THE K'foCK 


the ear are the expression of the pnmal and 
transcendental energy. The mystic force, call 
it by any name, is ordaining the ebbs and tides 
of things and human aflairs. 

Tiiinking in this manner sounds hackncy> 
ed, thinking \%hich fails to refine and clanfy 
my inner perspecth'e and I weigh activities by 
their movements and not by the repose of 
perfection—*' the repose which is in the starry 
heavens, in the ever-flowing rhythmic dance 
of creation." Scriptures make a mess of 
truth; they too differ and break into a silly 
quarrel tike ignorant school-boys. Their 
sermonizings are like Delphic oracles, amazing, 
yet ambiguous I dismiss all outer spiritual 
assets as illusorv sorinirs of water in the desert. 



A Porch to Deathlessness 


Reminiscences, sweet and sour, emanating 
from the retention-cell, from the past, wind 
themselves about the present like black 
threads on a spool, reminiscences panting for 
rehearsal and resurrection on the floor of the 
future The warp and woof of life are the by, 
gone time and that which is to come and the 
present weaves them into its choicest design 
Past, present and future go to constitute an 
unbroken continuity 

Life IS an ever-noisy loom, with busy, 
iiurr>ing shuttles All tiny seconds of life, 
these microscopic bricks of lime are closely 
cemented, each one familiar mth the other 
like Leibniz’s “ windowless monads' It 
seems that death has no scope in this constant 
weaving of the life web The past rushes over 
the present and the present merges in the 
future witn incredible rapidity Very heavy 
chains of time rattle at my feet 

The stream of continuity surges on and on; 
all drops of water slide side by side No 
breakage, no dislocation, the run of life has 
peculiar cohesion This underlying linkage 
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seems to be a blazing fact, a Rianng reality. 
But there are moments when the mind appre¬ 
hends ever} tiling djing, and it does not want 
to die The mental eagle spreads its wide 
wings of memory and imagination all over the 
past and the future, casting its gloomj shadow 
on the free and creative destiny of the breath¬ 
ing present. In the web of life not a fibre is 
loose, not a thread detached The foxy mind 
retreats behind the scene to nestle in the im¬ 
mortal cradle of security. 

* « » 

The inner is manifested in the outer The 
thing of thought translates itself into the thing 
of hand The invisible infinity expresses itself 
in a continuous restless conquest over " naked- 
eye " objects The desire for omnipresence, for 
omniscience, itching my heart all the while, 
bulges out into forms which are tangible, and 
which have a market value 

I catch sight of the prospect of mercenary 
metaphysics, the prospect which is bright and 
which dazzles, and I change my creed and 
embrace the idolatry to the “ Condottiere ‘ 
Name-huntiog and degree-hunting and a senes 
of other huntings form an mtegral part of my 
life's dream and direct my efforts towards self- 
acceleration which IS not without its chastise- 
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merit and painful travailings No-urge loftier 
and nobler than mere grabbing of earthly- 
rubbish and barren philosophies holds sway 
over me Life’s years seem like one long 
working day, with no respite Morally diseased, 
in a fit of curiosity, I run hither and thither, 
m quest of something eternal, something angel- 
like Happiness plays hide and seek with me, 
at times soothing, at times shocking 

The process of continuity, of greed, of 
acquisition, of ** becoming," of raising an 
impregnable fortress of security is challenged 
by an inevitable process of destruction My 
bulwarks are knocked off and I find my cherish¬ 
ed treasures burgled away The God of Terror 
mocks at my laboriously conceived projects 
The spiritual designs often come to grips 
with mortal patterns The atlas drawn bymy 
short sightedness is a misleading star My 
passion for progress is at stake I feel myself 
•to be a drudge, a ivretched exile on earth, 
gone to pot, entirely at the mercy of “ the 
scythe of the grim reaper * The brood of my 
golden dreams has been reduced to a mass of 
smoking ashes, reeking with nauseating fumes 
The earthly existence reminds meofBurne 
Jones’ picture of the wheel, turning round and 
round, representing the fickle nature of fate. 
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temple of immortaUty on the tomb of m> ego's 
carcass 

When I grow a little calm, when all my 
abnormal attachments lia\e been severed, when 
I am free from the lure of " the more, *' being 
satisfied with only bare needs, I commence to 
tread the path of liberation, beyond the valley 
of death, bejond all haunting sorrows, as if I 
empty my life into eternity, the enveloping 
cosmic delight 



God 


The human mind has a whimsical way of 
tackling things In the fit of fear caused by 
the phenomenon of death, it moves about from 
corner to corner with a view to finding out a 
satisfactory way out of the tangle a magic 
key and it stumbles against the imaginary, 
‘substanceless’ creature called God I make 
God immortal and put It witbm me that I 
may not die Then I cry out like the patri 
arch of the Bible '• It is here, the house of 
God, and I knew it not ’ 

Death and disintegration frighten me and 
I am led to seek consolation in something that 
IS immortal I, therefore, fabricate a strange 
entity, the Soul, to which infinite life, infinite 
power and infinite bliss are attributed This 
principle appears difficult to grasp it being 
dimly obscure, it being a fiction , so I run for 
help to the glow of reason 

Argumentation elevates the Spirit on the 
super intellectual plane where the spark of 
reason functions not My proneness to agnosti¬ 
cism is augmented for nant of convincing 
experience I feel myself disarmed, having no 
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the peer and the poor, the singer and the 
sla\e, all moving uith it, all nsing to the crest 
ol JUe and afterwards discarded, dropped and 
crushed as the wheel turns on I am in no w'ay 
better than the demon in Dante's ‘Inferno,' 
brohcn away from the symphony of the uni¬ 
verse, fallen, deprived of “ the Divine breath of 
love ” The solitary, silent whisper of my soul 
IS drowned m the Tower of Babel 

A few j ears of roj life, burnt out, teach me 
many sad lessons The tragic fragility of my 
brief day on earth upsets my nerves, instilling 
a shattenng fear in every living ti«sue The 
castle of the self is attacked and the ruthless 
bombing works havoc The wall of safety 
turns upside down There is something here 
to think about and something at which to 
laugh This is what is so trying, this is what 
dampens the heart I Half living half dead I 
visualize a vast gravejard of the tragic wreck¬ 
age of my hopes of my loves my longings. 
Death hangs over me like Damocles sword 
I am lost in utter disillusionment, and blank 
disappointment leads me to spiritual inertia 
A diffused darkness descends upon the 
luminous landscapes Feeble logic gropes ab¬ 
out the mysteTy of anoibilation to find nothing 
but empty surprise Brevity, brevity ' Wher- 
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c\ er I look—bre\ ity I Evcrydaj’—more brev¬ 
ity I The entire v,orId seems to be standing on 
the brink of liquidation and clothed in rags 
and tatters The Autumn is e\ erj where '' I 
fall upon the thorns of life, I bleed ” All my 
worldly maps gel coloured in strange and un¬ 
familiar tints I suffer from a sort of tyran¬ 
nical inner numbness 

Is life a mistake. •* a moan a sigh, a sob, a 
storm, a strife,” a play-puzzle, or a serious 
evpenmcnt or an eternal ”white day"’ It 
seems that it is more an error, a flagrant error 
than something meaningful and godl^ A laby- 
nnth it IS, Its lanes are murky, very, very 
narrow mazes it has, grotesque and ghostly 
are the misty figures that meet me on my way 

I have plans and projects, I have dreams, 
rosj dreams, awaiting their cxternalization in 
the future Death may interfere with their 
fulfilment, their cxternalization bluntly and 
abruptly cutting me off from ungratified un¬ 
quenched wishes and hopes and thus spoiling 
the effervescent game of life like a bad intruder 
One who is desireless knows no death All 
sane religions of the world have emphatically 
stressed upon desirele«!sness as a porch to death¬ 
lessness No desire, no death One who wants 
nothing IS great, invinable I can build the 
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temple of immortality on the tomb of my ego's 
carcass 

When I grow a little calm, when all my 
abnormal attachments hate been severed,« hen 
I am free from the lure of " the more," being 
satisfied with only bare needs, I commence to 
tread the path of liberation, bejond the valley 
of death, beyond all haunting sorrows, as if I 
empt) my life info eteroitj, the en\eloping 
cosmic delight 



God 


The human mmd has a whimsical way of 
tackling things In the fit of fear caused b} 
the phenomenon of death, it moves about from 
corner to corner with a view to finding out a 
satisfactory way out of the tangle, a magic 
key and it stumbles against the imaginary, 
* substanceless' creature called God I make 
God immortal and put It within me ‘o that I 
may not die Then I cry out like the pain* 
arch of the Bible ** It is here, the house of 
God. and I knew it not '* 

Death and disintegration frighten me and 
I am led to seek consolation in something that 
IS immortal I, therefore, fabricate a strange 
entity, the Soul, to which infinite life, infinite 
power and infinite bliss are attributed This 
principle appears difficult to grasp it being 
dimly obscure, it being a fiction so I run for 
help to the glow of reason 

Argumentation elevates the Spirit on the 
super intellectual plane where the spark of 
reason functions not My proneness to agnosti 
cism IS augmented for want of convincing 
experience I feel myself disarmed, having no 
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plij-sical, incn(nl or spmtuaf outfit at hand 
to push m> inner research onwards The 
abysmal darkness ahead freezes me to the 
licart, mj enthusiasm is paralysed, my ardour 
extinguished 

The light inherited by me, the inner con¬ 
sciousness, IS a confused flicl er whicli ** con¬ 
ceals more than it re\eals “ There may be 
something lying within me. something that is 
neither ideation nor emotion, but far deeper 
and subtler than either, to which a name may 
begiien to mistranslate it It may hesitatingly 
but fitly be called the * Unknown" which is 
only a myth, a orgftfmarc, a seff symboftsa- 
tion, ba>ing no potency to cKalt man to u 
higher regime of freedom, candour and love 
The so called Unknown is already a known 
fact The atmosphere of mystery around it* 
its highbred air fades away How can such a, 
mind made God confer security, immortality 
on me ? How can such a saviour, bom of utter 
helplessness utter pessimism and conflict and 
pangs of agony, be a giver and distributor of 
bliss ’ My God is my god a mere figment, 
only a scarecrow Any sort of reliance on such 
a god is reliance on myself I may expect con 
soling guarantee in the known, but not m the 
Unknown which is only a misnomer If the 
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Unknow n IS a transmundane affair, it is as use¬ 
less as a broken piece of China If I know it, 
then it IS not the Unknown The belief in 
God IS the belief m the «e!f which is fleeting, 
transitory and onlj the fleeting and the transi¬ 
tory will seek the permanent, the everlasting 



Suffering 


Life, as I sec iL ts so troublesome, so truth* 
suffu«ed I Trom all sides I receive sometimes 
blows, stunning beatings; sometimes rollick¬ 
ing, lulling notes of the highest eropjTean, now 
resonant, now restrained Where does peace 
he, a never-failing panacea, that unernng light, 
in the midst of such a tumultuous vrhirl. the 
whirl of crar> mortal strife’ I am groping 
in the dark, ink} and frightful ab}'ss 

A great philosopher observes. "If a man 
must philosophise, he must philosophise If 
he must not philosophise, he must philosophise 
In any case, therefore, he must philosophise " 
I, also, think I should philosophise, but where ? 
... in the vacuum’—and how ’....bv logic, 
b} self reflection by psjchic enrichment’ with 
the tool of a tempest-tossed mind?—\\hy’ 
....for Yeats’ '*bapp> townland" set up 
a'^amst the " unsbapel} earth ’’’ Should I loaf 
about the Himalayan caves, in a saffron loin¬ 
cloth, with a begging bowl in band ’ Nothing 
gives me solace and mute, vapourous pains 
reverberate in mj heart like consuming fires. 
The world is an empty alley no, jt is a 



SUTTERINC 


39 


bewitching road. The bnried past unrolls itself 
before me, clothed in new lights, reflecting new 
thoughts. 

No hard pleading is necessary to prove that 
I want a simple crust of bread, a little bit of 
leafy vegetables, a piece of cloth to look modest 
and a log-cabin for shelter. Wherever I may 
be, these I need But here is an amazing 
irony 1 Every man walking on two legs wants 
an empire, and nothing less The obvious 
consequence is cataclysm, a tough, disastrous 
fight for the advantage of every description, 
from *bread*and butter’ onwards to every 
thrill and romance in its entire fullness, m 
plenty. 

Honey is a frightfully bothersome article ; 
its worship makes the life of man bleak and 
dreary, turning it into a sinful lie *' Forsyte- 
ism ” IS seething in every human breast and 
man becomes a grabbing apparatus Blind 
boarding catches my imagination, it becomes 
my creed There is no lagging behind , these 
are go-ahead days, days of rapid strides, days 
of.colossal heapings Money has become a 
symbol of the new-fasbioned heaven of the man 
of the Atomic Age, who eschews all idealism, 
who pooh-poohs all humanitarian ethics 

In the tense atmosphere of moral apathy. 
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I am duped by immcdiale profiteering and mj 
candour IS bartered amy in favour of entne 
Somctlnng coarse, something repulsive and 
sbatteringJj real is Jiappemng before my own 
ejes The world is breathing forth the " cat* 
life" The life's sccunty for which I harbour 
anxiety mechanizes m> faculty of thinking, my 
impulsive being, the constant expectation of 
the sudden emergence of a smihng cliance, of 
some magic discovery, blunts the edge of my 
intellect I <amass fortune and grow spiritually 
beggarly I am robbed of my inw ard riclies in 
a wild goose chase for profit-seeking Human 
passions are thousandfold, human pursuits are 
in monstrous profusion, tliey conspire to re¬ 
duce the world to a "mad house." consisting 
of cgo-bhnd sectarian cliques for thehoggmgof 
the world s resources A pnmary cause of war, 

" a colossal tragic farce ’ Lynching 1 And 
what not 1 • The mythical normal person does 

not exist ' 

The sense of insecurity and the desire to 
be secured are the two overshadowing moods 
unstoppmgly nifilmg the surface of my mind 
Suffering is a disturbance m security, m skin 
saving Like all humans, I seek power, profit 
and prestige Toward the attainment of 
these avid ends, the crooked manoeuvres of 
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prejudice, pretence and pride are unscrupulous¬ 
ly employed In the midst of so much dust, 
so much cacophonj, life suffers from collapsing 
bankruptc 3 I lapse into self mechanization, 
into emotional suicide, into deterioration of 
the qualitj of life When my prestige or 
pleasure is hurt, I have a sting of pain 

I feel I am horn with a vision with a 
peculiar life-pattern, I have my own map of 
destiny ^\hlch pants for crystallization and 
which is often mis shaped by the surprise on¬ 
slaughts of mischance My life design clashes 
with the cosmic design, knocks against the 
design of my fellow human being Two indi¬ 
viduals, both intentonself augmentation can t 
li\e m harmony, can t walk arm m arm 

My hedonic paradise is at the mercy of 
every slight change in weather Kabirs 
"Swan' takes winged trips to a land where 
no suspense nor sorrow has rule Keats 
“Immortal Bird dwells in the cloud land 
and Tennyson s island valley of Avilion where¬ 
in * falls not hail, or rain or any snow 
IS beyond the line of horizon away, away 
from human ken, hnman clutch Something 
strange is looming in the dark something like 
eternal bliss, divine gladness No—it is only 
an apparition, an elusive, tempting void made 
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of dream-stuff 

There rise before me, out of the oblivious 
depths of my past, frustrations long forgotten 
A chilly shiver spreads o\er ray limbs Of 
^^hat inanities and ugly seconds life is raadef 
A coffin js the end of a human career. Life's 
texture IS coarse, callous, cheap Every pleas¬ 
ure ends in pain Suffenng, though it spiritu¬ 
alizes human nature to a slight extent, mostly 
toughens it. making it sclerotic and sordid. 
Am I not *' dead " when I egg on to fetch my 
joy sensation from dead objects, front the 
things of the world, uoridly ’ The skyscrap¬ 
ers built on shifting sands, the glonous. 
glistening paintings drawn by imagination on 
the canvas of the future, ever-expanding, 
eager, sensitive, fiery urges of life—all impose 
upon me mental servitude distort my perspec¬ 
tive of truth, mi«^oide my thoughts 

Free thinking is not possible m the colour- 
milieu of haunting memories hopes and fears 
The man v\ho is possessed by the ghost of his 
ship wrecked past, who pursues the "safety- 
first” policy, who draws Quixotic sketches of 
futurity can be compared with one, '• bobbing 
all the while like a cork” on the sea of one s 
idiosyncrasies Devoid of the sanity of science, 
be may be a good intellectual parrot, but not a 
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free thinker who sees without glasses My 
mental blindness, resultant from wrong think¬ 
ing, does not allow me to transcend the barriers 
of caste, creed and colour, to share the tears 
of the suffering 

I want to be constant and there is incon¬ 
stancy. I desire for the life of a thousand 
years, but hear the death knell ring and rend 
the air overhead I crave for fame, position, 
learning, not to gam them No pleasure, no 
prestige makes its appearance The ship of 
life IS in a storm 

More than a score and a half years of hard 
toil, for worldly prizes I What a hell I All my 
youth, all my brains, every tender feeling of 
love and every limpid glimpse of a poetic and 
romantically bright life—all blend into one 
consuming flame of self-immolation, to serve 
one end, to flatter the immediate pleasure which 
turns the thinking mind into a living prejudice, 
into a wooden doll a hete-»%achme Prolific 
moves reap the harvest of prolific defeats All 
my apple carts are toppled. leaving only heart¬ 
burns It IS the razor path I traverse My 
riches make me a pauper *'Ahme alas 1 pain, 
pain ever, for ever ' 

Here is a drowning man in me who clutches 
a straw and expects that his life will be saved 
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What a lunatic dream ! What mnddle-headed- 
nessl All props are to be discarded Innsing 
flood I lia\e to make headway. Thp art of 
swimming is learnt in the centre of whirlpools 
and not on the sandy beach How can I know 
what virtue IS if I hesitate to drink the hemlock 
with Socrates > In the thick of the ' bivouac 
of Life " I may be tutored in the art of hving, 
on the world’s broad battle field, not in aca%e 
nor in a cloister. There are no short cuts to 
this art, to this beatific vision 

What will enable me to read God’s 
writing on the wall of the world ? The mod¬ 
ern man, obsessed with egoistic motivations, 
ennches the world, but forgets to ennch him¬ 
self His self-expression ends in self annihila¬ 
tion He IS getting more and more shallow It 
IS inevitable More and more stimulants come 
intovogue Rightfrom the morning newspaper 
to the evening ' radio airs '—all the pleasures 
conspire to distract his mind Even one hour 
out of the day’s twenty four hours is not allot¬ 
ted to inner probing 

Amusement may be regarded as a tempo¬ 
rary spice to break dull monotony, but un¬ 
fortunately it IS almost becoming a sort of 
sumptuous food for man The value of medita¬ 
tion and inner search is at stake How many 
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of us know that Heaven is within us ? Very- 
funny, silly things excite our pleasure We 
are neither normal, nor healthy The more 
«e drink the cup of pleasure’s wme, the more: 
our ' self*’ gels parched and thirsty Man 
behav es like a vegetable He is no better than, 
a ‘biped’ if he has lost the sense of mystery 
of the Unknown and the Infinite Man cannot 
live by loaf and laughter alone This sounds 
like a “facile-tongued’featherbrained,” 
Utopia, but this IS a fact 

Many laurels I want not, nor great coffers. 
they provoke the spleen I think it is wotth- 
while to rise above physio sensual and vital 
planes of existence Away from the throngs 
of alluring markets, from fame and name, takes 
place what is eternal, away from the cults and 
theories and isms have ever dwelt the pioneers 
of new values ‘ If all ladders henceforth fail 
thee then must thou learn to mount upon thine 
own head ” This stillest call comes with 
dove’s footsteps to guide me 

And how can I mount heaven ward 
otherwise ^ The same round of duties the 
same grooves of thoughts the little emotional 
urges regularly recurring the stereotyped rou¬ 
tine of life dull the keen sharpness of ray inner 
consciousness Reiterated plans have broken 
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on the strand of existence for millions of years. 
There are perhaps supra-mental ideas beyond 
the valley of my dreams Beyond the com¬ 
mon-place trivialities of my daily existence 
perhaps there is a limitless sky of a thonsand 
stars /or which I mast take a passage 

One who possesses is possessed Blessed 
be honest, voluntanly-mvited and hard won 
poverty. Blessed be Thoureau with his Wal¬ 
den Pond Let every ego-manufactured object 
be crumbled by my newly-discovered truth. 
Many a marvel is below our feet Wealth 
and power, if they eclipse tbe inner torch of 
Spint, are to me like so many busks which the 
swine eat. Mankind has progressed towards 
hatred and deceit, towards sensuality and 
snobbery, 

A novel adventure awaits man He has to 
write on a tabula rasa He has to cast off 
all his past burdens and become nude The 
zero hour has come JIaeterhnck is right 
when he says, " The great mischief, the one 
which destroys our moral existence and 
threatens the integrity of our mind and our 
character, is not that we should deceive oursel- 
>esand love an uncertain truth, but that we 
should remain constant to one in which we no 
longer wholly believe ’’ 
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Some act upon an impulse, some act alter 
long but wrong thinking, hardly one iti a 
million thinks correctly and acts correctly. 
We are often befooled by our own mind, by 
our own o\er enthusiasm The greatest blun¬ 
der, the unpardonable sin, which humanity 
has committed is that it is not looking within, 
it IS not thinking aright There is so much 
noise in the world, because man has forgotten 
the art of living alone and in self illumination 
Experienced and old aged mankind 1 Thou 
hast invented balls, talkies, theatres, taverns 
and brothels to cater for man's bio-psycholog- 
ica) Jieeds, thsy srecjtiysXij} deep a.vd csn^iot 
go deeper and touch the wings of the Spuit 
They can supply only "raptures of vice ” Thy 
products, thy gifts harden man s susceptibi¬ 
lities , they are as good as strong aJcohohc 
beverages Unconscious of pain pricks he 
experiences a momentary balm When wiU 
thou invent a harp that will amuse inspire and 
strengthen the soul of man ’ It requires not 
much investigation to prove that all thy up to- 
date amusements are devitalizing and lunacy, 
prevailing Give me a little corner in thy midst 
where I can have my lonely peace How ban^. 
rupt thou art of such a small nook' The 
world mind is thinking m terms of war, m 
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terms of the satellite which can be used as a 
platform from which rockets can be directed 
to, and hurled over, any continent. This sort 
of panic-stricken. %var-/evefish mind needs A 
radical treatment, immediate transformation. 
Mammon must be superseded by Jesus 



Who am I? 


So I take life as a mystery a piece of 
wonder it is a gigantic book half revealed 
half concealed scarcely readable rather elu 
sive nay illusive It is all blank before and 
behind Infancy is a seem visible play pf man s 
existence a sort of blind breathing a sheer 
Ignorance lots of instinctive perplexities lots 
of frivolities As time rolls on the human being 
has to face a threefold front of toil pain and 
pleasure Ruskin most probably out of his 
own various experiences generalizes that there 
are three things to which man is born— la¬ 
bour and sorrow and joy 

The picture of human life unfolds itself ever 
wider and more van coloured how much of 
Its fascinating charm how mu\,h of its engaging 
beauty there is to captivate but all shrouded 
and at times flickering like a fire red lamp m 
ink dark murkiness Life has a storm and re 
pose I am not a hedonist nor a worldling for 
all ringing hours confined to a small diameter 
of being the rubs and trials of human 
society ultimately kindle my inner conscious 
ne^s which like Abraham refuses to worship 
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a God that sets Vet the complexity and 
duplicity of human nature, its curious h>bnd* 
ism, fog the Msiou of the sou! and tempt me 
to adore the tin gods This sort of secular 
lopsidedness does not linger for a long period I 
ha\e not to put the liands of the clock back 
After temporary intemperance and over indul¬ 
gence in worldly pleasures, a great spiritual 
reaction takes place »n mj vexed nerves and I 
go to great teachers and great scriptures for 
solace, for enlightenment But this is some* 
thing like looking for peace In what definitely 
IS an invidious /^nac> 

Therr the greatest teacher comes hedious 
in look and firm in annihilating all things held 
dear by me,—I>eath, the crown of suffenng 
The magic of life deepens, its meaning too 
And I am turned toveards inner lights that 
perennially burn within, casting off all shreds, 
all worn out past, loves and ambitions, com¬ 
forting creeds and dogmas and beliefs And the 
inner world is vaster than the seeming world 
Deeper and deeper I dig. philosophise to 
grapple with reality Qitoran and Puran 
dwindle to naught, and I stand naked before 
mjself to take stock of inner whimsicalities, 
those dormant possibilities and resources, to 
scan as to how the ' I ” fnnctions, the " I, *’ 
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the so called inner, integrating and ordaining 
principle 

Ninety nine out of a hundred, if confront¬ 
ed with the following query 
" Who IS the best man itt the world ? 

Who desires to be happy ^ 

Who seeks power, prestige, position ? 

Who IS swinging between pleasure and 
pain ^ 

Who IS afraid of death ? 

Who IS inclined towards wisdom ’ 

Who wants first to enter the gates of 
God s House ? 

Who Wants to live for eternity 5, *’ would 
probably reply in one letter, a magical letter 
a proud letter, ' I ” And man is knocked 
against the greatest interrogation of Life s 
metaphysics—" Who am I ’ the interroga¬ 
tion whose origin dates back to the very begin¬ 
ning of recorded time, which has bafSed Sam 
kara and Kant and Goethe and which is still 
puzzling the sane, thinking bulk of human 


race 
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Wlio am " I ** that becomes the centre of 
hfe and the universe, the measure of all 
things? Who am “I" that all the while is 
hunting for boom, for carnality and conviviaf- 
itj, titles, silver and gold, heaps of worldly 
stulT^ What IS the ••self” that incessantly 
begs, brags and grabs ’ 

I am a very complex entity I gather 
still, silent moments when X break away from 
the “world's tragicomedy” and transfer roy 
thoughts inward, with a singumc hope to see 
my inner being face to face, to learn its wajs 
and survey its intricacies I find the inner 
self functioning in various, strange fashions 
At first sight, consciousness appears to consist 
of a flux of psychic states, moving fast, each 
of which being single separate and independ¬ 
ent and strung along the ego idea like beads 
of a rosarj 

Thoughts buzz over me, sometimes a 
cramping emotion passes, there is a hum in 
the mental air and then the noisy ocean is 
hushed up The mind is a veritable mart of 
ideas, desires and impulses, its rustle and 
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crackle go on endlessly 

Further search and scanning, more reflec 
tions bring forth new tniths, the mental 
modifications do not seem to be separate 
individualities, distinct units, I change without 
a pause and the mental state itself is nothing 
but change My eyes rove about the changing 
drama within No feeling, no thought, no 
impulse exists %vbich is not undergoing trans¬ 
formation every moment Life is certainly a 
rill of floating foam of desires What are we 
but passions lusts hatreds and envies ’ 

From some deeps of the skull arise irrita¬ 
bilities lingering lumbering pains, whims and 
blinking inconsistencies The I,’ the self 
forms the kernel of each thought, each desire 
It is not apart from this swiftlj fleeting and 
ever flowing pageant of /ionno mneniic drives 
and tendencies Then, the “ I ” is a thought 
the self, a desire I can’t catch the Ego put 
it m front of me and paint its portrait on a 
canvas It has no particular shape or size 
It IS non dimensional it is something super¬ 
imposed upon the feeble mind Like a cloud 
like a foaming nppTe it changes its form’' 
whenever I fix my gaze upon it I find a neW 
lace, and on it new expressions new features 
The " I' is something empty. Something 
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sapless but I feel its pinch every instant, I see 
It with Its ever asipnndizing brood of desires 
and Ideas overhung wilh the dark, mist cover 
cd curtain of the past It is generated out of 
pleasure and pain, out of inctson 

Lxperiences leave their footprints behind 
The rngrniHS of mj responses the responses 
of fear anger and pain to the outward stimuli 
to the ever new challenge of the world ate 
graven on the invisible slate of the mind and 
thej constitute the background of conscious¬ 
ness Lver> new experience is felt and weigh 
ed under the colour lights of this background 
and It liardl_> remains new The new is at 
once blended with the old and tie result is ti 
h>bfid progeny, devoid of truth empty of 
divinitj Here the greatest error enters I-ife^ 
(hat original sin 

There is no new living there is only reliv 
mg the dead past the spent up jears The 
present becomes a distorted copy of the past 
the current joys are simply sham irntations of 
the thrilling Jiving experiences that slipped 
awaj from my fingers I only half hve The 
life which spreads its wings for airy heavenly 
flight is enticed into harassing phantasm by 
tl e hoary yesteryears I am all agape The 
greatest fetter that has weighed on man is his 
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•irieraory, the traces of his incompl^ experi¬ 
ence,' • ■■■ - ■ 

It seems the mmimc aggregation is respon¬ 
sible for the creation of the ego which is an 
offspring of time, because memory is time, 
The‘‘I'’ is not separate from craving which 
expresses itself in forms of lust, greed, fear, 
hope and joy. It is very agile, alertly awake, 
keen in its demands, having ebullient pursuits. 
It is transient and in constant transSguration. 
The ego is the creator of tossing, warring 
urges, assuming different roles, moving incog’ 
nito at different times in accordance with the 
wire-pullings and promptings of its own self- 
gratification. 

The self and desire are like a tree and its 
seed; they can't be fixed in any cast-iron 
chronological order. Both are made of the 
same life-substance. They mutually maintain 
each other. Desire is the projection of the 
self, its hunger-cry, its mouthpiece. I very 
vividly discern the illusion of the self within 
me, a kind of mystic ghost firmly established, 
which is ‘I-centric* and which takes no in¬ 
terest in anything outside its own skin. It 
cannot look out beyond its narrow" house of 
sense, cannot get rid of ego-superstition. It 
creates-a desire which is apparently outward. 
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V\ Inch can be compared io a "cocoon w oven by 
a silk'Worm The hankering self is behind 
eveiy desire, rather the seJf is desire Before 
me a long ring of desires, the endless rehearsal 
of the same cravings, becomes more vivid and 
assumes a tremendous significance. 

The distance opens up, the passion cloud 
lifting from the mind's hilltops In mj leisure 
liours I sit down to my reveries, recollections 
and, again, look over the scenes, each time dis* 
co\ enng something sensational, something dis> 
appointing—a widely-spreading panorama of 
Jife before iny eyes, unfolding the lost dreams 
and sweet episodes Time goes on, I get ab 
sorbed in the glory of the sky, the sunshine 
and the bracing air, the thunder storm and 
the modulating earth, enchanting trees small 
lovely bushes, green grass and ducks pedalling 
through a village puddle 

j Either the boundless within me or the 
emptiness, some strong inner instinct, some 
“high powered vitality, “ pushes me forward 
towards some vague, perpetual unrest, towards 
some life's purpose Ambition seems to beckon 
me from every corner. Sometimes like a ped¬ 
lar, sometimes like a pilgrim, I cling to this 
pillar and cling to that post 

I have a long, adventurous, eventful life 
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slipped past Heaps of visions haunt me— 
the vision of Tagore’s ShSntiniketan under 
Amlaki shades, the boat sailing for Gaelic 
Isles, the Idar bills embracing my lonely, 
deserted school, mundane Bombay, animated 
With struggling cnes. elbowiogs and exchanges 
■of glances and gossip I have done only three 
things in my life I desired, desired and 
desired Biological and psychological needs, 
irrational urges, new incentives, bred by 
tempting stimulants, figure so big on my own 
horizon that light is debarred, that darkness 
-settles all around, everywhere 

•* A vague itching and a /amt longing 
I run to the desired spot, say, the Juhu beach 
•Casually, some lovely object arrests my 
perception I observe it minutely, passionate¬ 
ly, rather devotionally I have a sensation of 
pleasure and then a desire to possess it, the 
Forsyte spirit overuhelming ray heart ** 
Tokens of social approbation and lingering 
fears •* The melancholy of ' What next ? ” 
The heart is saturated with heated vapours of 
emotion and I suffer from psjchic tension 
Friction is caused and so are caused struggle 
and expectation The slumbering self con¬ 
sciousness becomes >%ide-a%sake and the face of 
Ego becomes visible, more distinct, more bright 
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The birth of the "I" is from desire and 
versa. The " I ” or the self does nod exist 
previous to desire. It is the outcome of desire 
in relation to the object of craving. It runs 
uith the hare and hunts with the hounds. 

In sober and contemplative moments, in 
tlie dark interior of my bosom, I experience 
the presence of 'Pure Consciousness' uhich 
merely witnesses hou my desire self behaves. 
Tins consciousness is not at all affected by my 
pleasure or pain. It neither guides me nor 
schools me nor inspires me; it does not point 
out that this is right and that is wrong. As 
the moon whitens the lap of the earth with 
its cool light, this conscousness gleams all 
over my psycho>emotional being without mod*- 
ifying it, but revealing before the inner eye the 
inner muddle. Hence, the lustre of the con¬ 
sciousness. of this " nearer neighbour within 
does not go in vain; it has a sublime and 
salutary effect on my daily existence. 
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me process ot ceaseless piling is on a pef” 
petual swing and this is the way of life ^ 
grab because Tam empty, I glean because ^ 
suffer from want Starved and despairec^* 
Life picks up whatever comes on her waj^ 
whate\er interests her, to gam fullness an^ 
finality, but the kiss of bliss never visits he^ 
parched lips, her dream sketch remaining 
the while patchy and scrappy Begging caf' 
be traced to penury The life-deficit essa>* 
to seek compensation in its vam leanings 
some shadow of superiority and the illusion 0^ 
success 

To what purpose do I torture my life ? 
Tor fun, for mere merriment so that I may no^ 
feel home sickness on the earth, so that th^ 
goddesses of wealth, faith and learning may b^ 
adorned, so that I can earn a pritna donna,' 
ballet and burlesque, all dainties and toys 
the mechanical civilization 

For self security, I am mad after collecting 
diplomas and degrees, I undergo every rougP 
and tumble of life The pleader m me drived 
me to the Law Collq'e like a dumb cattle, th^ 
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poet m me "juggles ualj stars", the peda¬ 
gogue in me infuses mj life with a distrust of 
leisure and a fear of passions, the poltroon in 
me holds me fast to mediocracy, the game«ter 
in me stirs me to plough the seas to go mad 
rabbiting e%ery\\here. the Hamlet in me keeps 
me \ncillating between heaven and hell, be¬ 
tween " Be " and ** Become ' , the Maznun in 
me burns me with passion and lust for some 
LayalJ , the visionary in me transcends all 
fleeting shows establishing the primacy of 
"Spirit I have so vigorously to push my way 
through the thick thoroughfare of the world 
Restless desires one after another, animate 
my heart causing pleasing sorrow, bnnging dts 
paragements There is no measure to them 
no bar, no veto Even though they are fed 
upon a palatable and nourishing feast, they 
appear starved, they kno\\ no satiety The 
result IS ego frastration 

How can this identity be solved ? Is this 
infinite craving an expression through a finite 
vehicle of the Infinite Spirit dwelling within 
me and of which I am unaware ’ Is it so that 
I through the force of habit or through original 
Ignorance, impute the divine characteristics of 
the soul to the frail cage like body clothed 
With fluctuating ivants and shortlived satisfac- 
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tions ’ Can the aggrpndizing part of myself^ 
the will to become, be at rest if it is melted 
and merged in the ocean of infinite freedom of 
delight ? When the All pervading Substance 
works upon the finite, there is the birth of 
craving, which is not capable of self fulfilment^ 
unless the " Law of Hunger' gives place pro¬ 
gressively to the ‘‘ Law of Love. " using Auro- 
bindo’s phraseology 

This reasoning sounds convincing and ap¬ 
peals greatly to intellect, but the intellect has- 
no access to the Spirit, which is extra logical,, 
an uUwiu raito And until the Spirit is touch¬ 
ed, no revolution, no objectification of Truth 
and Love is possible Only the spiritual re¬ 
velation, the inner conviction brings about 
vast, lasting and radical changes in life The 
high flown fables of Vedanltc highbrows and 
Platonic pedantry, a sort of idealistic garrulity 
banging the ears, are boring boring bejond 
any measure 

Tall talk has no place m spirituality which 
IS living, which is reality The verj lies of the 
intellect are sometimes the truisms of the 
spirit Logic IS different from experience as 
lime light from daylight Craving carries witlx 
it the magic of the cut and grow ' heads of 
RSvana , destroy the one and the second will 
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burst up, destroy the second and the third 
V. 1 II spring up and this process of pruning and 
sprouting will continue ad tnfiiutum ‘ 

I do not alwnjs long /or things which are 
inevitable, which are necessary Often the 
most unhealthy and unessential objects catch 
my fancy and enslave my heart There is 
neither modesty nor normality m craving lor 
silk gowns, golden dishes, silver knives a ten. 
storey mahsion, a row of cars* shelves of booki 
and vast frontiers of land propertj The 
reward of this hectic manta for fusty, musty 
pr'OpnetOrshtp is mere passing pleasure which 
<feepefis sorrow more tAan if femporaniy 
soothes It 

It IS tragic that we do not come now and 
then to an ' Elim with its wells and palm 
trees," while for the most part we are 'toil 
ing m itnmeasurable sand ” Desires are 
traitors in the canipt if no watch is kept over 
them, we place in their bands the 'whipof 
the Furies " They are tantamount to the 
commission of error Craving the child of 
nihil, a mystic void, is the bull in the life’s 
China shop. Protection or security would need 
only a humble hut to roof the tired head at 
night, a piece of millet bread milk or no tnilk, 

A bunch of leafy vegetables and a mere pallet 
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for a bed For the son of flesh these facilities 
are quite enough, more than sufficient 

Cursed mankind • follow me and then sit to 
pen the charters of rights and pn\ lieges, the 
charters of freedom Either man should em¬ 
brace truth the whole truth or he lies, there 
IS no half way house With a serai he he can 
make no terms He has to see truth face to 
face even if it slays him The realization is 
apparently bleak, but blazing indeed Man'sso- 
called progress and civihzatioir lose their signif¬ 
icance if he seriously takes to the '* Kaitptn ’* 
ideal of life And it is to bis beneflt 

To follow the tradition of the herd is to 
take the line of least resistance This relieves 
one from the stress and strain of thinking one 
of the greatest functions of man It requires 
open mindedness and inexhaustible, virile 
curiosity about life to break with the beaten 
path, to follow ones ov^n solitary but autho¬ 
ritative initiative Man should know what he 
does and why he does Then his heart will be 
bathed m joy the light of knowledge will 
sparkle over his dull half sleepy life like a 
light bursting moon over a twilight lake To 
live is an uphill task, a ceaseless self discovery, 
a restless, reckless adventure and a gigantic 
expenment 
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But wishes are not horses We are all to 
some extent Sjlas Marners Silas' life was 
illuminated with the glow of love during his 
last sunset years His life, bach-watered by 
the greedy tension of money, experiences the 
impact of an accidental flood a pun>, crawl¬ 
ing child gave rise to. brightening dark patches 
and stigmas and breaking bounds, to make 
again, broad canals for the sea fo rush rn, to 
fertilize stiff and insensitive soil On the other 
hand, we are poor wretches, wastrels, engrossed 
in miserly amassing god less gold, only cbil* 
dren of wealth, “ scapegrace " and unprincipl¬ 
ed, guilty of the sin of exploiting our less 
talented and less tutored fellow-brethren 
Like the Children of Israel, we, forgetting 
our celestial linedge, dance around the golden 
calf, though we are creatures "capable of 
God" The wonderful force and pliability of 
the heart that is not soiled by the proprietory 
instinct and that wants nothing, simply remain 
a matter of speculation for us all The heart 
that is constantly pining for things dead 
things IS neither free nor alive And a slavish 
and lukewarm heart has no capacity to love 
How can a victim of paraljsing ego centricity 
diagnose the slowly subsiding pulse of a 
sufferer ’ How can he emancipate him ’ 
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I arbitrarily put high values on things/ 
which if rightly judged have no intrinsic 
worth and are undeserving I decorate my 
drawing room with costly but inartistic paint 
mgs and flower vases and furnish it with odd 
looking cumbersome pieces of furniture I 
dress in silk and try other picturesque gaudy 
designs of fibre My tie and belt hamper the 
free circulation of blood but they are put on 
with pleasure and giggle A man who wears 
no clothes is a savage one who wears only one 
clothing 18 a pnmitive one who puts on two 
IS a semi mm one who requires three gar 
meats is almost a man but when there are 
only clothes and no man then the wearer is a 
thorough gentleman This is perhaps the 
dress value of modern lyan 

In the scheme of life many useless semi 
useful useful and handsome things have earn 
ed their corners a radio and a newspaper 
toilette and tailoring drinks and dainties 
fields md fountains self flattery and mental 
chastity virginity and sweetstuff sensuality 
and senseless sulking against the divine 
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ujsdom—I have an equal appetjle for them 
all I dream to fly to 3 fjtheran and Afaha- 
balcsluvar for a cliangc of air, though the air 
IS ever changing The objects of utility not 
only give me physical comfort and con¬ 
venience, but also psychological gratification 
They feed my vanity which is, as Ernest 
Dimnet defines, “the sensitive man’s recoil 
from a slight or even Icom Jack of apprecia¬ 
tion”; they pamper my muddy lusts, they- 
even flatter my pride, my desire to outshine 
others I live for sho«. for exhibition, n^y 
small self is magnified ; I am enticed into the 
lure of the Ocvif The rough diamond fn n^e 
puts up the face of a pure nugget, every small- 
est artery in my body tingling with the stir¬ 
ring towards eulogy and applaUse 

Exhausted with earthly grinding and its 
friction, feeling a sense of loss of deep void, of 
unreparable vacuum, in the interior of life, I 
use madly everything ( own—my virtues my 
erudition, my goods and chattels, my titles, 
medals and even my pen and kerchief—tc) 
vindicate my demi godsbip, to feel that I aiti 
something, someone walking on the earth with 
apurpose, to love and to serve, to know and 
to be frecj I remember one brief, full moment 
dunng which this delusion, pet though it is. 
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the delusion that the world judges a man 
" from his or his wife’s appearance, " is explod¬ 
ed by the influx of new Grace and new Truth 

How do I look, empty of all my pomposity 
and possession, without all external decorative 
feathers ? What a poor caricature I may look, 
when the shift of the centre of gravity is from 
outward painting, powdering and prettifying 
to the inner nudity, the spinal marrow of the 
underground man > Then why is this crack¬ 
ing struggle, this savage greed for piling up 
more and more, why, this rush and riotous 
gallop of possession ^ 

Po 1 heap up things^ things of every shape 
and colour, with an idea to protect myself, to 
shield myself from contingency and luck s way¬ 
wardness ’ Am I pretty sure as to what I am 
going to safeguard with the over abundance 
of rubbish I am accumulating every precious 
moment of my life ^ And how much precise 
ly do I require to fulfil my bare daily needs ? 
Very little , is it not so ? 

No English argument nor Greek rhetoric 
nor Irish humour is necessary to transparent¬ 
ly see that the self for the protection of which 
I am so breathless, so over exasperated, so 
hyper-desperate, is merely a passing phase, 
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something transitorj' and vague, having the 
simple mjstery of '* a shred of papyrus found 
m a crack of some Egyptian statuette. " Is 
it not silliness to preserve and defend the 
transitory, the thing that eludes my grasp, the 
thingt\hich is beyond my commonsense and 
comprehension ’ And how can one protect 
tlie object whicli is either unknown or rnjs- 
known ^ 

To beat daggers drawn with one's relatives 
n,nd friends, and even with strangers; dragging 
them to the court; exploiting their ignorance, 
to misuse and ensnare them, to liquidate them 
if the greedy hour demands—what do all these 
mean ? Here I find the self being prostituted 
to the nefarious purposes of mammonism On 
foreheads, m eyes, on smiling IipS, on finger- 
ends, sin has been stamped, a sort of poison 
is throwing the whole man in the delirium of 
greed and pleasure Reciprocal deceit, envy 
and hatred are the order of the day 

Under the cloak of sclf-protection, I too^ 
join m " pettinesses and frivolities." in lawless-, 
ness and levity, m bullying and pil/enng, m 
plotting and playing a chess game, jn fretting 
and fuming and in all \aneties of hellish 
escapades The world seems to hare been 
electrified with an ugly craving To the eye 
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of ' Pure Reason it is revealed that the self 
IS not m need of any protection and it vmII 
never be protected What I %\ish to protect 
are mj posses'uons my home and hearth and 
chimney my pelf position and preslit,e mj 
irrationahtj my poor joys the empty shells 
of creed and dogmas all fads and biases my 
masks In other words I protect my greed 
t e my values 1 e my pride and prejudice my 
isms the peacock in me and the pig m me 
This IS \ery much like indefinitelv knocking 
holes m one s oun house and saying that they 
are windows 

I create a desire and the desire creates me 
and my values Since the I is transitory 
whatever is produced by the I is also 
transitory so the desire so the values the 
products of desire are phases of transitoriness 
Still vainly I 5earn to breathe immortal life 
into the brittle structure of the self in the loose 
fibres of desires in the cobwebs of \ alues A 
circle IS to be squared and the circle can 
never be squared The sun has not seen such 
a squared circle hitherto except m the heads 
all m nightcaps 

The golden hour has come to (ling aside old 
broken tables around me to work out all anew 
The craze for contmuitj for the perpetuation 
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of the ego, assigns \alues to things, the signif¬ 
icance of things IS m\ented, the mortal signif¬ 
icance I do not call a spad^a spade, I elevate 
tlie spide nnd call it a sceptre Valuations 
are lies I collect things not for " need,'' but 
for '' greed ' Eating, dnnking clothing and 
roofing are life's bare necessities, but when 
they arc governed by pride and\anily, they 
appear to me in a positive aura, they become 
goals instead of means 

Man, however small, likes to hoard things 
to fantastic proportions so that he may appeal 
more clever, more important than bis neigh¬ 
bour Carlyle has very vividly described the 
bottomless void in man, uhich is ever being 
filled and yet is ever cmpt> He says. Will 
the whole Einance Ministers and Upholsterers 
and Confectioners of modern Europe under¬ 
take in joint stock company, to make one 
Shoeblack HAPPY ^ They cannot accomplish 
it, above an hour or two for the Shoeblack 
also has a Soul quite other than his Stomach,, 
and would require if you consider it. Sot bis 
permanent satisfaction and saturation simply 
this allotment, no more, and no less Gods 
infinite Universe altogether to himself therein 
to enjoy infinitely, and fill every wish as fast 
as it rose ” 
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Is it not a matter of wonderment, of regret, 
that the world has not yet built herself '* a 
happy home of races, ” with plenty to eat and 
plenty to love, during its long, chequered 
career of twelve thousand recorded years ? 
Why have multitudes upon multitudes to worry 
about and to toil from dawn to dusk, from the 
cradle to the bier, to procure a mere crust of 
bread in spile of the earth's super-abundant 
harvest ’ The reason is obvious—we don't 
think of Heaven; the world is too much with 
us 
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of the ego, assigns valacs to things; the ^i, 
icance of things is indented, the mortal sij 
icance I do not call a spade a spade, I ele 
the spade and call il a sceptre VaJuat 
are lies I collect things not for “ need, ” 
for '• greed " IZating drinking, clothing 
roofing are life’s bare necessities, but v> 
they are governed by pnde and vanity, t 
appear to me in a positive aura, they becc 
goals instead of means 

Man, however small, likes to hoard thii 
to fantastic proportions so that he may app' 
more clever, more important than hts neif 
hour Carlyle has very vtvidly described t 
bottomless void m man, which is ever bei 
filled and jet is ever emptj He says, ” U 
the whole Finance Ministers and Upholstert 
and Confectioners of modern Europe und 
take, in joint stock company, to make o 
Shoeblack HAPPY ^ They cannot accompli 
it, above an hour or two for the Shoebla 
also has a Soul quite other than his Slomacl 
and would require if you consider it, for 1 
permanent satisfaction and saturation, simp 
this allotment, no more, and no less Got 
infinite Universe altogether to himself there 
to enjoy infinitely, and fill every wish as fa 
as it rose 
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and cravingb until its spiritual inlfegrity li 
repaired ' i 

■> When thfere is some response, either ol In¬ 
tense fear or of anger or of grief, I am in a 
state of *'heightened sensibility *' When thfe 
news of my beloved's death is broken to me, 
Iny nerves get shattered, and life becomes a 
bleak load , I experience a terrific physical and 
mental collapse The response to the sad 
tidings received is one of giief I feel as if 
Ifam sorrow incarnate, every cell of my body 
TS chocked with bitfng pain Sobering rises 
to thfe highest saturation point Everything 
1 $ coloured with the tinge of gtief, even a rose- 
petal My heart bleeds and there is an over¬ 
whelming tension of flooding agonies, of tense¬ 
ly-strained pangs 

When T am aware of this direct immediate 
and original response, this response of grief I 
very obviously and distinctly see that it is 
Without any qualification entirely naive, fresh, 
•newly generated It is like a fresh violet 
sprouting out of a virgin soil for greeting the 
first burst of spring But the strangeness of 
mj ' green gnif ' its sudden encroachment its 
seizing me unawares its breaking weight trans¬ 
fers me to the confused land of vague fear 
■which results m the Unfolding of my self pro 



The Thinker And Hjs Thought 

Life moves in a mask and its every inch 
and nook is to be explored But what is life 
after all ’ Is it not a "continuous response to 
a continuous challenge jg it not a senes 
of reactions, reflex actions Jock and key activ 
ity patterns ? Different stimulants evoke diff- 
^rentfeeJings i T|ie waves of anger.lfear. lust, 
greed, contempt and jealousy assail the sanc¬ 
tuary of Conscience now and again, pleasure 
draws my heart to one side and pam drags it 
to the other 

I become a jumble of contradictory emo 
tions and impulses Into this not of all silly 
instinctive tides and depressions, weltering 
“ like an Egyptian pitcher of tamed vipers " 
Truth is lost, God is lost Vividly I realize 
bow nollow and indecent are my petty satisfac 
tions my stray, vacillating passions, my blind 
indignations, my baseless apprehensions the 
whole sweep of my rocnla! hobgoblins lam 
dual in thought and emotion split into hostile 
and hospitable psjchic moods and modifica¬ 
tions The *' I '* IS bound to remain the hap¬ 
less and helpless captive of contrary thoughts 
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and cravings until its spiritual integrity iS 
repaired 

W hen there is some response either of in 
tense fear or of anger or of grief I am m a 
state of heightened sen^ibihtj When th^ 
news of my beloved s death is broken to me 
hiy nerves get shattered and life becomes a 
bleak load I experience a terrific pbj sical and 
mental collapse The response to the sad 
tidings received is one of grief I ’feel as if 
I am sorrow incarnate every cell of my body 
IS chocked with biting pain Suffering rises 
to the highest saturation point Everything 
coloured with the tinge of grief even a rose 
petal My heart bleeds and there is an over 
whelming tension of flooding agonies of tense 
ly strained pangs 

When T am aware of this direct immediate 
and onginal response this response of grief I 
very obviously and dislinctfy '^ee that it is 
without any qualification entlrelj naive fresh 
newly generated It is like a fresh violet 
eprouting out of a virgin soil for greeting the 
first burst of spring Bat the strangeness of 
my green gn^f its sudden encroachment its 
seizing me unawares its breaking weight trans 
fets me to the confused land of vague fear 
which resilUs in the Unfolding of my self pro 
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teclive instintts. 

The thinker, the ego, plays a highly drama¬ 
tic Tole. ^Vitb the speed of lightning he refers 
the strange, fresh feeling to the stale residae 
of my by-gone similar feelings. The pure im¬ 
pulse assumes a particular form and I call it 
“ grief". The new feeling is no longer new^ 
it drans its substance from my emotional past 
and grows fat. The very freshness of expe¬ 
rience is djed in the stagnant colours of the 
grief-complex. The d^mamic is alluded to the 
static; the living, to the dead. And the 
language which is sensuous vainly tnes to con> 
pote and compass that which is non-sensnoas. 
A feeling when thus substantiahaed and term¬ 
ed becomes a thought. 

In the beginumg. there is no distinction 
between the agent and bis action, between the 
thinker and his feeling or thought. As be is 
unable to remain for a long time in the painful 
throes of grief ch" fear, he separates himself 
from his own response. The mind is divided into 
thinker and thought. When attacked with a 
query, the thinker tries to seek identification 
with the psychic principle; when that is attack¬ 
ed, be retreates to the throne of the Spirit or 
Sachchtda r.anda. 

Behind the heavy whir of quaint, perplex-* 
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mg and half-tangled knots of thoughts, the ego 
struggles hard to mamtam his being, to persist 
as the final measure and value of things,, 
changing various disguises as necessity re¬ 
quires This sort of egoistic aloofness and 
immortalizing is a fact m human history 

A feeling is a transitory event of the mind 
If the thinker continues to be one with the 
feeling, he has to run the risk of being com¬ 
pletely annihilated So a portion of the mind, 
the agent, takes a jump over a higher platform 
of his own imaginary reserve and stability. 
His feeling or thought becomes a mental 
chemical which be tackles and on which he ex¬ 
periments with the pnde of a disinterested 
scientist 

The thinker now desires either to overcome 
the thought feeling by the force of will or alter 
It by adopting Patanjali s behest. 11 to ob¬ 
struct thoughts which are mimical to Yoga, 
contrary thoughts should be called for" or 
forget It all together by seeking an escape in 
a master or a speculative philosophy or belief 
m God or the Theory of Karvia or the book 
like the Bhagwad G»la 

The Self poses to be a permanent entity 
and fails to understand that he is the' patient " 


76 


THr K\OCK 


^nd not his thought or emotion The painful 
experience is therefore, condemned, while that 
which IS pleasant is courted recalled and re¬ 
iterated 

Is it possible for me to overcome the feel¬ 
ing bj w ilf. by resistance, bj discipline’ Uhen 
the feeling of grief la resisted, thwarted or 
suppressed with a view to eradicating it, it eith- 
er rebounds reacts \Mth equal force, render¬ 
ing Itself more vigorous and violent or «eeiks 
another channel of expression m the ill ht 
hiding under ground of the mind where tt 
outwits me bv wearing pretentious masks, 
ntchcat the iVar oi betng nreognrofti TiYe 
tug of war betsveen gnef and the controlling 
mil brings about a menial cnsia robbing 
of my inward resources and strength , it ends 
in exhaustion thoughtlessness and paralysis 
The submerged ledges of the insulted grief 
thrust behind theflood lights of consciou*ne«s, 
are bidden rocks which may cause life s ship 
wreck at any odd hour The choke it down' 
formula has its own penis The shut in 
thoughts and fantasies are merely a dormant 
dynamite in the subterranean deeps of mj 
psyche, operative under cover I come out 
wounded from the battle field shy thoroughly 
vapid and vanquished, faded and enfeebled 
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No one can mute the bubbling, roaring voic^ 
of life 

Am I, then, able to sublimate my grief, to 
resoUe my melancholy into mirth and merri¬ 
ment ? By pursuing non grief, mil grief sub¬ 
side 5 I chase the ideal of non grief, of happi¬ 
ness, because it is pleasant and profitable ,' so 
the focus of my aim is centred about gam and 
not the understanding of grief in its true col¬ 
our How can an acorn breed a rose ? Pear 
trees can never bear pine apples How can 
spirituality emerge out of libidinous thirst ^ 
Grief IS a fact, a reality, a living experience, 
while non grief is an ideal, an airy nothing 
To follow non grief is to catch a shadow, to 
embrace something which is non existent An 
ideal IS a phantom, a fanciful thing, an empty 
bubble. 

Non grief is a sort of ' negative tespon=e " 
to gnef and has the seed of grief in it It is 
merely a ' modified continuity ” of grief The 
expenencer who is responsible lor grief tries 
to change grief into non grief, keeping himself 
untouched unchanged and nnvulnerable The 
ego, the very generator of grief, undergoes no 
Irans figuration and hence fails to permanent¬ 
ly shake off gnef from hle’s texture 

Becoming the ideal is simply copy mg, imita- 
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tjon and in it tJiere is no right thinking, no 
right functioning *' Imitation is suicide, ’’ a 
philosopher preaches 

Should I go to a sage or a scripture for a 
Jcey to unlock the mystery of my suffenng 5 
Do I not close my e5es on the matter of feet 
problem if I act thus ? Should I read books on 
the Taj Mahal to appreciate its beauty -wheii I 
am myself present under its dome > When the 
problem is eier new. ever changing how can u 
fee solved by a dogmatic or bj dead.sten/e 

formulae embodied in a book ? It seems tli^t 
J care more for the shreds of antiquity than for 
tile eternai sun of frutd fAat Z pay Aoiuage to 
•Gitas Quarans land Bibles rather than the 
oracles of my Heart 

The only colirseopen forme is that of ana. 
lysing and fathoming the feeling s«, with 
hut switching It on to any foreign ground, be 
yond the universe of discourse^ There must 
not be any veil betw ecn me and my gnef It 
IS in a clear, complete and mjstic probing into 
the riddle, it is in a dispassionate and im 
personal gazing at the mjstery of gnel that 
the antidote is laid asleep and, therefore, I 
may trace my course toil along the equipoise 
of pure reason and chaste emotion Let gnef 
slowly unfold itself, then it will reveal to me 
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the secrets of its heart, then its futility and 
waste will he realized 

After all, what is the feeling of grief ’ Is 
ft not the product of the past, the residue of 
unfulfilled wishes the dehris of tmieme t The 
present, living, new experience immediately 
passes through the prism of the past and it is 
transformed into false colours, let the colours 
he varied and gorgeous 

The percipient is the witiliiir, he is memories, 
a product of joy and sorrow, of desire The 
very ** I " is the outcome of desire and yet it 
tries to change the desire No small wonder. 
Both the feeling and the expenencer of the 
feeling are one , they constitute a single pro¬ 
cess Why am I blind to this fact of oneness 
when 1 am so awalc to the toys of my pleasure, 
to sensational thrills' My conscious mind 
gets convinced of the fact that the thinker 
and his thought are one But I don t take any 
concrete step to justify my conviction my 
faith remains barren The living waters ofre- 
generation do not permeate the dirty drains of 
my life Knowledge does not become virtue 
The sluggish and timid thinker is afraid of the 
truth of this unity, which may baptise him to 
new life and new order, initiate him to the vista 
of new truth and new love 



8 o 


THE KNOCK 


j The feac of truth is omnipresent id the 
human kingdom AH are fraditiqnaJiSts Even 
the unconscious inward resistance creates a 
hurdle and there is a conQict Libido defies 
truth the truth o/ the unity of the experiencer 
and his experience Hence, my daily career 
IS not endowed with renewal and renovation 
Why should the U’ncon'scions put up resistance, 
cause * blockages ‘ and impediments ’ It is 
perhaps reluctant to submit to the wiping 
away of all "sensate values " \ aloes created 
by hand and head, which are transitory and 
in which the ego seeks constancj The diff* 
erent layers of consciousness, right from the 
subhrainat to the supra mental most realize 
and accept the truth of (he unity of the agent 
and his action if gnel is to be dissoUed last¬ 
ingly if the descent of truth is to be facil¬ 
itated 
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The rnind is a play gr<5lind of comic cross¬ 
purposes 1 am incessantly creating duality 
-^loving and hating acquiring and renounc¬ 
ing, mine and thine—in which thought or 
feeling is entangled I am ever seeking plea¬ 
sure and rejecting pam Afy double mind*^ 
edness induces me ' to worship the Madonna 
and to embrace the uhore Half the heart 
loves, and the other half bates! Is that a 
heart ? * I allow myself to be a split soul 
subject to the eternal conflict of the devilish 
and the divine There is a queer ambivalence 
about man, he can like and dislike the same 
object nt the same instant with almost equal 
vehemence \eats rightly observes Our 
souls are love and a continual farewell 

The unstopping whirlpools of desire roughen 
the natural tenderness of my heart The 
opposing desires are the victual on which the 
ego thrives The dualities can be integrated 
only when the author of these twin issues 
ceases to function when the power behind the 
throne dwindles into nothingness They them 
eelvc'' are beyond fusion That the opposites 
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should be brought within a harmonious recon^ 
cUiation is an idea which seems feasible, but 
experimentation has not-turned it to fact. To 
go contrary to this experience is to make 
confusion worse con/ounded* Should I, then, 
alJo\V;’tbe warring impulses to play see-saw 
wlthini my heart as long as they like ? This 
will rhe, again, hke going into deeper W’aters, 
The opposites can be transcended through th^ 
dissolution of craving, the " IThe only 
hurdle and the most formidable foe in the way 
of Reality |s the Ego. " Nothing is given for 
nothing in this world. '* The self, desires, the 
profit'and'loss mentality must take to their 
^vings. 
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Mmd responds to the external incentive 
according to its old impressions and prejudipes 
The response is modified or conditioned apd 
hence it is incorrect I must cease looking at 
mysell and ot^er selves through dark tiq^ed 
glasses * The traditional orthodoxies make 
me psychologically crippled Beliefs and cer¬ 
titudes are not truths and certainties nOr mud 
•dy stimulants reliable solaces At thi^ hour 
every kind of ism stand* with sad and dl^ 
heartened vttan if An iota of trutn is 
worth a whole cartload of alluring possibilities 

The residue of experiences becomes a puzzle 
only when it is pleasurable or painful There 
"may be neutral and empiric memories uithout 
-which life IS an impossibility Hie biased 
memory is a danger when it is active it per 
-verts the mode of my response it conditions 
it As a consequence there is no resurrection 
no buoyanc} of fresh living no creative orig 
mality 

Usually the basis of thinking is craving 
The desire to write a book or acquire a high 
Station of life sets my thought processes run 
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ntng Itjs the craving that uses thoughts as 
tools to carry out its behests its ends My 
thoughts are slaves, they are not free agents. 

I should meet an expenence or challenge 
anen without any psjchic conditioning irith 
out anj reference to the accurnniation of out 
of date wisdom and germinal tendencies the 
stale hotchpotch of half cooked experiences 
* Man s yesterday may ne er be like his mor~ 
row 

A creative ^acamn to the mind is to be 
-secured by sweeping aside all rotten piles of 
memories The unruffled inner lake will mirror 
the true picture of Truth Having no problem 
having no duality and its consequent discoid 
every hour of life will be foil of new Mtalit 3 > 
new discovery new liberty The dismterested 
love grown out of this new creation of mind, 
may make me susceptible equally to good and 
-evil beaut> auQ ugliness sympathetic to 
both tentative hippy and free 


Human life is a senes of actions at different 
strata of consaousoess Experience of any 
descrmtion its terming and its mental record 
inq go to make an action The agent is created 
by action which edges totraids the realization 
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of a fruit Any action utiicli has in it the 
germ of postpoiicnient, which has to depend 
upon to morrow’s toil is bound to bring fortli 
self consciousness the I The desire for 
the fruit of action and self notion go hand in 
hand No end. no self When I impersonally 
trace the course of action I fail to catch the 
actor Then there is tranquillity, spiritual' 
stillness a sheer pure stale of intuition 
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Hott can religions circumscribed uitlnn 
the hus\ of lime space and person slake the 
smouldering fire of the Spirit ? Ethics iitihta 
nan or hedonistic fresh from the preaching 
shops scr\c in no waj better than mere 
momentarj make shift cures Labels Mantras 
and gospels can give the cool feeling of an air- 
conditioned room vvhilc the fiery gales are 
blowing without We make of some lijpothcsis 
appealing to our educated nature first a 
Jc tsh ’ and then a scapegoat a co'iven 
lent aiibl for all our weaknesses of flesh for 
•ill our setbacks for all our beastliness and 


devilism , 

I must cist ofl ull burdens accretions o? 
ages Tlie nobil.ty of Wood the boast ot 
liorver and prestige pet doctrines and pampered 
«remon,es systems and sehoois tl e limbo 
of enete mytlis and antliropomorph.c gods 
rnlellectuil sycopbincy religious erouks and 
pseudo-moralists the cl.OEing to he empty 
nuts and rogs of the dead pas. religion cut 
tiire totabtariaaism and eaolus.ue scholas 
licism create racial social cuImral iiolitical 
and religious barriers and shatter the whole 

human race into water tight tubs If you 

cannot tliml. you area copy of another mau 
who thinks very correctly says an Indian 
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philosopher. To think rigl^tly is the greatest 
function of man. , , ' t] ''c'H 

It IS the knowledge of these obstacle*!, these 
barriers, that is the bberafing factor and^nol 
the desperate attempts fo tide over ’them^ 
Dogma'deadens my mind; a dose of stimulanl 
poisdns my flesh ; and vulgar malice Wnd mean¬ 
ness blunt my delicate serisibilhj? which is th4 
fine antenna of'the Spirit • ^' 

The thought, feeling and flesh go to com¬ 
pose a single life-unit, a single living organismi 
which should not be ill-treated and wa^t^d. 
Mind and body are two sides of the same 
shield j they are neither alien nor iniihrcal^td 
each other. There afe no mind and body, 
bht there is a ‘ body-mind, * a single, living, 
^ital process. The unity and beauty of this 
Organism Is disintegrated and degenerated by 
my lavish indulgence In pseudoscientific no^ 
tions, abnormal appetites and over-anxiousl 
blind, terrestrial pursuits. ^ 

Often a mad unrest |s mistaken for joy. 
The touch of pleasure is polluting, it is like 
the “ apples of Sodom,” fair apparently, but 
turuin,g to acrid ashes on the lip. Robert 
Purns, like confesses the degrading mflu- 
encCjOj sensuality; he ivrites: ^ 
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" I wane the quintiim of the sin I 
The liaz ird of concealing , 1 

But ohj It hardens ah Httiun, 

And pelnfies the fecliiig ” 

I, ho«e\er. drink every cup of pleasure catch 
dverj’ glimpse of surface beaut> which the 
Mura can oHer to his votaries and m my hfi 
the atttie waste begins I miss the lilieraling 
power of Truth, of evperfment of free love 
I can’t be earthly and yet be pur? m the 
■quest of Divinitj I can t worship l?ama and 
Havana at the <amc time the ring leaders, 
scriptures systems and beliefs are lutches 
•stumbling blocks I can t rely on anything ip 
the world I am all atone on the zigzag path 
■of life 

I climfa the hiHy, rough precipices and 
<over wild and misleading distances of strange 
ravines Lt is not a ^traigfi^ route It has 
•curves and puzzling cross yvays I go forward 
and forward through lulls and dales and flat 
pastures towards the ever expanding horizon 
beyond which are probably stretched the invit¬ 
ing hands of immortal bliss of pure Anan4 ^ 

I have to solve my problems by mjself In 
the world nothing la dependable When all 
my boats are burnt, when ah bridges broken/ 
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I fee] my inner strength, inner confidence aug¬ 
mented Np great spiritual stature, no high 
intellectual calibre, no special genius or gift 
are necessary? on the life's pilgrimage. Any 
human, being, hkp me, frail and fickle, can 
tread this,path, step into iti to J^now and to 
love. ,, , , , 

Life is a constant discovery, a perpetual 


experiment, a living truth., It is a voyage on 
the unknown and uncharted^waters of reality. 
Kablr also reveals the same mystic fact, when 
fie says, have reachea the l^ool of Union 
travelling hy no fraclc'*' Wfiat''often passes 
for knowledge is ignorance. No amount of 
1' rote and ritua', " doctrine and do^ma, magic, 
mythology and morality, can lead me to truth. 
All apertures of the mind should be flung open 
^ndthen its cdrrier^lefl in evefy'ivfay refresh* 
6d. ' A first-hind,ihimediateitrperienceshbuld 


be'my rudder and<a star. Not an academy 
but a war'-chanot is what tfii hfe has to offer.' 


' ^ Creeds flow and flit, ch^oms rise and grad¬ 
ually subside, some Iime-Hght' of ideology 
nlonopollzes the world's'theatre for a time but 
jts gleitning flicker must inevitably disappear 
in an abyss of obliWon The fire of hfe burns 
for ever unquenched.—the burst of the Spirit, 
unfolding new truths, novel revelations, un- 
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familiar to the touch stone of the past 
Temples, cliurchcs ind synagogues have creat¬ 
ed wliat might be called *' strategies of solace." 
Mhich are \ain attempts to^vards healing of the 
spirit's malady They stand, of course, like 
"orphan asjlums,'* as Bertrand Russel has 
corded, to gne safetj. security and shelter m 
return for a hfe-long servitude and spiritual 
suicide The torrents of sermon^, the choir, 
hjmns and polished pedantry "the Sea of 
Names," pouring out of their doors are not 
Viorth ' a rat's squeak ' 

I begin to experience the nude slate of my 
soul I have no secrecies, I have unbosomed 
mjself The emptiness of life is felt I wit¬ 
ness my conscious and unconscious impedi 
ments being powdered away, my hypothesis 
and conclusions and readj made answers to 
life s metaphysics taking wings, the borrowed 
philosophies and hard and fast modes of spir¬ 
itual discipline galloping away The golden 
words of Sti/ts, all isfs and isms the mind- 
enthroned inner authorities —these mental 
judgment seats—the instinctive fears lusts 
and passions slowly divorce me desert me 
In the twilight hours of my meditation, 
when the birds of thoughts and imageries have 
been hushed into their nests when the inner 
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There js no royal road to Reality The 
metaphysical puzzle ollife looms large in my 
mind ; it occupies v.ast areas of life, rendering 
me invalid m spheres of worldly wise diplo¬ 
macy and household economics 1 hesitate to 
venture into the tempting groove of vice, to 
pirtiapate in the voluptuous dance of reckless 
delight I visit temples, mosques, pagodas 
and chapels, (he soul knows no peace within 
their holy walls 

From the day the wonder of life held me in 
its sway, I Inve not ceased from shedding 
silent, mute tears m amazing disappointment, 
the locked up mystery having remained w- 
ratelled Once in a blue moon the dark 
night of the soul' experiences the flashes of 
freedom s lightning giving me the iiitimition 
of the approaching splendour like a green blade 
of grass on the weary strange trackless ocean- 
path giving the promise of a new land 

I do not grumble at life s illusion I try 
either to prick it or illuminate it I am bored 
and baffled also I am enchanted and enthral¬ 
led Such Is the magic of life which dupes 
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and defies human imagination yet starts the 
ball of quest arolhng 

Life IS a gypsy girl migrating from woods 
to towns and from towns to country places with 
her catavan of worries and wishes and com 
modity of magic answers The course of my 
rambling about^ fairy village full of fairy huts 
and fairj lanes is often sparkled with her en 
■ticing smile Here is one of the lanes of life 
where she meets me It is a narrow lane hav 
ing small ornamerit like nvmph sculptured 
huts on both sides of the road over shadowed 
by cocoanut palms aod verging along green 
giassy meadows The shapes of soft limpid 
beauty bathed in nectar allunng and capti 
vating appear gracefully moving in the dim 
light of the twilighr in that humble but m^s 
terious hamlet The children playing with 
shells conches and pebbles are as busy as the 
waves of the nearby sea Men are stalwart 
half naked and half attired engrossed either 
in painting their barges or mending nets or 
gossiping lustily With a thnlJ in iny heart 
and vague surrender to the charm that charg 
ed the atmosphere I cross the lane 

When the golden sun is on the emerald 
hill and when there is stillness of the tired 
hours all around I ask the gjpsy maiden 
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UJierc IS the etcm'il Soul ? Is it behind the 
nifiled surface of thoughts and feelings ’ ” 
"Ask. the Versovi Sea where are you ^ O 
Seal Arc 50U behind the tossing and ^•ip 
phng uaaes ? * is the reply of tliat shy and 
blushing girl ' 

• « * 

No stock of \)ords (hat are >irittcn or 

spoken through ages and aeons can set right the 
confusion \Mtlnn, and if I rely on ray oivn 
experience intuition and insight, it likely 
tint a new chapter of my life may open anc^ 
realms of new freedom may be traversed 
^^lth my kit of poignant wonder the lure of 
search and a burdenless raind ![ march on on 
and upward Neither syllogism nor test tube 
realism can rightly guide me to the shrine of 
the Ineffable 

Like the great naturalist Louis Agassiz 
motionless and dumb founded after pondering 
over the immensity of creation and the marvels 
of nature I also become speechless and utter 
like him. Let us pray 
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, What is the summitm bdnum of life ? Life 
has no purpose, no mottj, immediate or uUerior. 
It is an aimless experiment, a pathless dis¬ 
covery. Let Dr. Schmalhausen give his Amer¬ 
ican reply ; Life, sad beyond endurance, 
struggling desperately to be gay "beyoDd en¬ 
durance. The datice of life. In a graveyard. 
The triumph of the dance of life, Beautiful 
madness.*’ Yes, life U sad; yes. it is gay; 
both triumph and madness it has. 

But everything is a vague dream What 
will happen to-morrow none can say. Future 
is under lock and key. One thing is clear to 
me I am not bom for the base valley of life. 

•* Now ” IS important This moment, this 
place, this air. this breath is sacred Vigilance 
should not flag, the inner ej'e should not wink, 
jf the mystic WTiting on the page of Life's 
Book that is already open is to be read and 
understood. 

There m that page is the condensed worth 
of man that encompasses the perfume of past 
experiences with belter accuracy than anj hu¬ 
man recorder could c\er hope to do The self- 
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disco\cr5 «{scU js tle\olion it is itself contem 
phtion It IS knowledge nnd action The joy 
of inquir\ is mj inspiration nij impetus The 
‘Selfless consecration ol the whole man is a pre 
requisite condition before inaugurating this 
bewitching s 05 age The journcj itself is a 
self enlightening process constantly a renovat-* 
mg regenerating and liberating evpenment 

What IS aimed at is * I created and is a 
delusion A true tn\estigator has to see life 
from quite a new angle of \ision He has to 
brush olT all Utopian dreams of the superman 
of the Nictzscliean type or the chuulse of 
the Confucian fashion The heavenward path 
can be scanned with empty hands with empty 
heads 

The nddic the gnawing mystery of life is 
not static it IS ever new ever old To each 
man it presents a new unique picture None 
has y et dared to fully share his own joyous and 
kindled trance tl e madness of the ^oul nor 
will any ever dare to do so for the inner reah 
zation and revelation transcend the most 
e\olved imagination of man 

It IS the I which is my problem I am 
ever in flux so is my problem so is my m 
vestigalion I chase witl all quickness 
thoroughness and alert watchfulness the mo- 



bile moods of life, these over-busy catarapts 
of the mind Who am I ? Am I these shift¬ 
ing scenes, these moods, or something else ^ 
Do I really understand myself, or fumble like 
a blind boy in the labyrinth of hfe ’ The " I " 
remains a veiled secret, it eludes my grasp, 
despite the fact that it is my onm self and 
despite its closest intimacy 

It IS perhaps by knowing myself that I can 
make the supreme exploration and find out 
truths that may render me clear, pure and free 
The key to virtue and self mastery is knowl¬ 
edge of oneself Socrates and Spinoza crystal¬ 
lized into action what they learnt from self¬ 
search, because to them knowledge >yas virtue 
The contemplative search of the inner 
shrine, where the Spirit dv^ells, gradually lulls 
roy ambitious drives and propensities to the 
spell of eternal slumber, giving my \ision a 
sort of direct one pointedness 

With my brood of ideas, I frequent solitudes 
and merge myself into inner chambers of deeper 
and deeper silences to analyse the recurnng 
phantoms of clinging and clinching desires, 
the transient ripples of psychic comedies and 
tragedies, and the past legaiy of mental riches 
and spintual tables On silent river banks, 
on the sea beach, under the lonely shadows of 
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frees in out of*the-ttay Inllj caves and cor¬ 
ners when tlic tumult of the conflicting work- 
a da} world has been resolved into a Tibetan 
seclusion and when the inky darkness of (he 
starless night fins the luminous flames of the 
Soul within, magnifying the * inner shine ’ by 
contrast, I spend hours after hours of seU- 
vigilance and self probing 

How can the quest be dynamic and un¬ 
flinching. when the spiritual temperament is 
hacked down every day ? I wind up my 
anchors weighed on flimsy self consciousness I 
need but a spark to set the inner tinder alight 
The seU awakening deepens Rest and repose 
spontaneously descend on the path of my I- 
discovery ' 

Is there quiet and a sense of perennial tran¬ 
quillity on the journey towards the fulfilment 
of burning desires and vehement ambitions ^ 1 
get myself thoroughly convinced that the path 
of ambition is illusory shadowy that no 
amount of money can satisfy me that the 
loving kisses instead of soothing love s pain, 
parch the heart and fire my eyes with devour¬ 
ing passion Pleasure tickles the mind and 
flits away—the mirage of happiness like that 
of silver in mother o' pearl The temple of 
truth and love is within me and not outside. 
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in the bustling, self seeking crowd of the world 
w hich deserves wise ostracism 

I come in front of the threshold of the 
within the citadel of Spint The mind has 
many thoughts, the heart has many feelings 
One thought results in another thought, one 
feeling merges into another feeling I see the 
whole outside world pictured within me in float¬ 
ing patches I wander freely into this realm of 
abstractions and puerile fancies The sea of 
mind IS tossing from one horizon to another 
with mountain high waves of dormant memo¬ 
ries, drifting thoughts and emotional distur¬ 
bances, amazing my fancy and intensifj mg my 
wonder The merry go round of cheers and 
sobs revolves round and round without any 
impediment, I ride it and enjoy joltings and 
Ultings. 

The terrific rubbish in my mind an agglo¬ 
meration of familiar and foreign intimate and 
trange debris of both faded and flowering 
mages strikes my cortex Some haunt the 
uind through dead habit some for a short- 
ived gratification of pleasure-desire and some 
or unknown nnconscioos reason Hon can I 
Jeal with this anarchy ? How can the life's 
overnment bei run without diagnosing doctor- 
n«' artd nursing the diseased ingredients of 
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personalilj* ? How can I study the mind, its 
’* roots and reality, ” and set it on right, fruit- 
itil lines ? How can I fathom ihesupramental, 
unconscious, sub-hminal or conscious faculties 
and forces that eclipse the Eternal ? How can 
I urcstic with the fundamental mischief of 
life 5 Where does the one solid spot in the 
vanishing, constantly evaporating sphere of 
mind rest ^ 

Only the perfect knowledge of the self in 
all Its subtleties and secrets can clarify the 
blurred mirror of my consciousness Self- 
knowledge may open the portals of Truth and, 
then, of Love Let me know how the *' I " 
functions consciously or unconsciously, moral¬ 
ly, socially and spiritually " Witli the memory 
of Eden and the hope of Heaven ” in niy 
heart, I set out on the ascen(‘'of the pinnacle 
where light and liberation dwell 

To gain peace tlnrough the stilling of the 
noisy and ever-desiring mind, I vainly meditate 
on the outer image either of Lord Krishpa of 
of Rlmaknshna or Vivekananda or Ram Tfrtli 
This technique gives me temporary solace and 
balm. Being tired of all out-goiiig mental 
activities, I go wuhm and knock at the interior 
chambers of life. I see peace disturbed by the 
voluntary and non-voluntary welling up of 


t02 THE K^OCK 

different-coloured pam and foggy shadows of 
dumb. Causeless pleasure How to tackle this 
inner confusion, this inner vagueness, is an 
issue which overshadows my rmnd 

Different experts come and direct me to 
practise different methods of mastering the 
mischievous mind, a maddened monkey 

Some saj, "Just look at your wheeling 
mind unattached and gradually all thoughts 
Will subside and merge into nothingness " 
Some urge,' Blink at evil moods of mind 
and focus jour attention on only healthy and 
higher aptitudes and impulses Shut off the 
flow of disagreeable thoughts and substitute 
others that are pleasant and refreshing ' 

Some sav, ' Keep the windows of the mind 
open and permit ererj puff of good or bad 
thought to cross and rccross them without anj 
restriction Mind is a great architect give it 
full freedom and it will buifd a paradise for 
you Look at the passing show of thoughts 
and feelings as if > ou witness a mov mg screen, 
unconcerned and unruffled ’ 

Some dogmatize. The mind which cames 
on the trade with the external world most 
clo»e its shop before happiness can be 
realised 
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Some propound, ’‘Sublimate your cvd 
propensities; canalize them into creative and 
socially useful functions " 

Some proclaim, "Tlic I tfiought pervades 
all other thoughts that assail the mind like a 
thread keeping different beads of a necklace 
together. What is the " I ” that is sorry, 
happy, angry, or hungry > Inquire and know 
thyself " 

Some exhort, " The virtuous or vicious 
thoughts and feelings invade the individual 
mind from outside, from the big ocean of 
Prakrit, Vrith which man has virtually no con¬ 
cern He, therefore, should reject all evil 
tendencies and accept the good, healthy forces 
that help the soul's evolution Good and bad 
are born from Prakrit, just as the lotus and 
leech are born of the same parent water Pray 
for higher light to deal with the mental 
gutters " 

Some pronounce, ‘ Make your mind a pro¬ 
found void and light will descend You can 
achieve this through the constant repetition of 
Giiyatn Matilra or Pranavofhehar or Rama- 
smaran " 

Some observe, "You are the Atman, medi¬ 
tate on its all pervading quality, on its infinite' 
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knov\ ledge, on its eternal ecslasj of bliss 
You are neither the body nor the mind, 
Evide their pranks and tricks Believe in the 
primacy of the Spirit Only through self real¬ 
ization can man’s life transcend the wheel of 
birth and death ’’ 

Some thunder that the illumination of the 
Spirit can be brought about by the stilling of 
mental activities, while others tempt me to 
the rugged path of Hatha Yo^a and the dis 
ciphnc of Asanas Still others believe that the 
Vital breath in Idd, Pmgald and Snshumnd 
should be refined and controlled and that the 
Kundalinl should be awakened and directed 
(o the various p'exu«es of a human body till 
It touches the Sahasrara a thousand petalled 
lotus 

And Charwaks advise me not to worry 
about ' empty and far away things ’ Accord 
mg to them bodily mortification and auster 
ittes are out of date Eat drink and make 
merry, because life is short and after death 
there is nothing 

I try every technique regarding medita¬ 
tion that IS shown to me on my way to self 
exploration , I pursue every will o the wisp of 
human metaphjsics, but my query remains 
unanswered, and the identity of existence,, 
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ravelled, still a confused knot Mj baffled 
^\onder knows no bounds 

I look at the fast rctolving panorama of 
life 

I start to read ever> page of m> Life’s 
Scroll with deep keen and living interest with 
my oun e^es I do not bother whether the 
closing chapter of the volume of my life brings 
cither hell or heaven 

I tread slowlj but with firm steps the path 
of self discoverj I enter into all deep and 
dark spheres of thought the trenches of lurk¬ 
ing foes and alluring forks Tiie searchlight 
of investigation is my inner cliaste naked 
light the inexpressible self luminous conscious¬ 
ness The mind appears to be a bottomless 
•well spring of bitter waters coming lapping to 
wards m} minutei} built spintiiaJ structures 
to wash them off and make me empty handed 
Thoughts are the quickest winged horses 
■* they hunt and harry me in endless packs 
Like a disinterested and detached scientist I 
■experiment upon them by throwing the plum 
met of inquiry into the depths of the self with 
a view to ffshing their magic and meaning out 
Passions are beyond control they are as slip 
pery as eels 
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Like the planetary winds Jike oceanic 
waves the human mind is ceaselessly active 
And boisterous For making minute and 
steady scrutiny, for gaming clear comprehen¬ 
sion, the spinning wheel of the mind moving 
at top speed is required to be slowed down 
till " listening quietude" and eloquent passiv¬ 
ity reign supreme 

I feel every pulse of life, I become aware of 
every flutter of my thought, of every word 
and gesture, of every emo instinctive reaction, 
of every emergence of a new urge a new in¬ 
spiration, of every bias and belief This is 
the process of unveiling the face of the Uncon¬ 
scious A million miniature worlds throng the 
ethereal globe of the mind, on one side there 
are graveyards of dead hopes frustrated loves 
and sacrilegious concepts on the other the 
uncertain but divine dreams of infinite be¬ 
atitude The symphony of life is interrom 
gied with tunes of sorrow and solace ]oy and 
anger piety and love which rush ripple and 
rush again, moving like confused cyclones of 
mysteries 

But with all sobriety and wisdom ripened 
by experience, and through the glasses of 
virgin, virile and transparent intelligence, 
attempts are made towards knowing how the 



<eH, the * I functions biologically, psycho- 
logicallj, socially and spiritually, consciously, 
unconsciously and super consciously I begin 
ith the most familiar passions and sensations, 
labouring to discern their origin, (heirnoraadic 
ramblings and movements 

I become my oun Master my own tech¬ 
nique my oun tool and my oun problem I 
recognize no outuard proof however glowing 
and fascinating either in the form of a heaven¬ 
sent book or a liberated guru capable of per* 
forming miracles All out side guides are dim 
lamps, they cannot hold a candle to the inner 
illumination which is u’timatel> the most con¬ 
vincing autliontj With the light of my 
Spiiit, I boldly plod on, push to the front 
The problem is ever changing new every 
moment, life runs fast I watch the move¬ 
ment of life as quickly and correctly as pos¬ 
sible I follow each thought or feeling that 
arises in my mind along its course right up to 
Its very source I pursue it honestly I go 
wherever it carries me I do not interfere with 
its free tossings to and fro I do not coerce it, 

I do not wind it into a particular channel I do 
not criticize nor condemn its strange but spon¬ 
taneous ways I merely shadow its footprints 
till its destination is reached even though the 
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-chase leads me to the sea of troubles When 
I allow my thought to unroll itself freely and 
fully, to my great wonder I discover that it is 
related to a thousand preceding and pursuing 
thoughts; a great network these thoughts are 1 
I rennin watchful so that I may not miss 
my target Concentration should not flag 
Nothing should distract the focus of attention 
Let meditation be a genuine, persistent pro¬ 
cess of self-search, oi knocking at the doors of 
heaven An^ thought brooding oier success 
-or seeking some pet solution is a distraction 
Distraction assumes various forms—ambition 
and aversion, likes and dislikes fixations and 
repulsions 

I bid farewell to all inducements and stray 
illusions which hover over the torch light of 
my blazing contemplation I become poig¬ 
nantly and dispassionately aware of every 
thought or emotion that surges up on the con¬ 
scious screen of my mind heart and allow it to 
run its ow n course Full play is given to every 
stir of feeling thought Ever} feeling e\erv 
thought, IS given full scope for revealing it'ielf 
The basket of heterogeneous mixture of pas¬ 
sions and impulses gels emptied by and by, and 
what was once a ps5choJogical jumble converts 
Itself into legible and well ordered syllables 
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The mind is no more in a state of anarchy, 
over eclectic in its choices 

The sorting of ideas and ideals takes place; 
the une<iscntial and \ ague chimeras are grouped 
aside and the essentials occupy the evacuated 
quarters The unimaginable and manehous 
simplification of life inner and outer, i« effect¬ 
ed I become light like pure joy and frank 
smile, as light as a feather It is with the 
naturalness of a flower that the mind puts 
forth Its buds and blossoms its hidden perfume 
The inner confusion is replaced by divine hand¬ 
writing I am on the verge of empty nothing, 
ness, near the Soul’s solitude where the ultimate 
meanings are enshrined 

To fathom the subtle significance of each 
impulse or thought. I become alert watchful, 
effortless and quiet, " clioicelesslj aware and 
as receptive as a photographic plate The 
inner passive sight impersonal and creative, 
enlightens my path with the lustre that 
brighter than a thousand lighthouses The 
sub soil of consciousness bulges out on the 
visible Surface and remains no more bottled 
up Its volcanic dust becomes a fertile land 
of flowers 

There are no ready made canals leading tt> 
Truth and Love Unflinching vigilance is the 
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price one has to pay for liberation, which is not 
an inert state but an ever revealing and ever- 
■extending process The inner, active awareness 
which IS a pare flame of Light is a minute to- 
tninute contemplation I am face to face with 
mj life’s riddle The naked soul comes into 
contact with the naked reality, I trust my life 
and touch it without mask or masquerade No 
-escape, no evasion blurs mj steady gaze 

I know that the solution of the riddle is in 
ihe nddle itself It is in the heart of pam that 
the gate way to happiness is laid concealed 
The identity of last will never be unlocked by 
•concretising the essence of love The secret of 
Inst, anger, greed or arrogance is in the very 
■quality and not in its opposite I embrace 
-facts as thej are, I do so with love, with de- 
■tachraent Life is a great piece of ever grow¬ 
ing sculpture, worthy of study, worthy of 
•devotion I look at it with joy and interest, 
with loving dispassion Its beauty, in all its 
-raneties and implications gets exposed to m^ 
inner eje its truth I feel as if I feel a sweep¬ 
ing gust of wind 

The inscrutable depths of life lose their 
•Greek and Hebrew character, the language of 
life IS no more unfamiliar The joy of discov¬ 
ery is maddening The bad of existence opens 
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its petals and spreads its fragrance all around 
•'Becoming" is stilled “Being” is instilled 
There is search, there is stillness, there is signif¬ 
icance and there is self illumination Inner 
passivity IS followed by creative repose The 
mind sees what is true With the gradual 
subsidance of anger, fear, envy, the heart 
settles in its right place, and the mind rises 
above favouritism, chauvinism and imbecility 

Each problem is tackled as it arises The 
inner Sun knows no feverish haste, it moves 
according to its own rhythm and schedule 
To its all embracing rays, all life's problems are 
alike In the presence of its supreme light, 
the man made scales of good and bad look like 
gruesome myths Spiritual experience renders 
me inwardly plain, free and even eyed, in¬ 
different to worldliness and orthodoxy, to con 
vention and glamour 

JIan's brightest destiny js here and now 
When the past and future melt away, when 
hopes subside, when desires take wing, when 
the windows of the mind are burst open, when 
thoughts are burnt in the flame of knowledge, 
when the bustle of the self is hushed, when man 
stands on the pm-point of solitude, all alon^, 
without any titles, name, fame and property, 
without any guide or guru or god, quite 
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' clothe less, ’ perhaps Truth will descend and 
irrigate his life with love and freedom's 
fountains My inward vacuum is a passage to 
inward nches The touch of transformation is 
on my limbs 

There is something in me which transcends 
reason and emotion, which is beyond the be¬ 
hest of time and causality I feel it to be a 
great impersonal force, a generous impetus of 
love and kindness and compassion There is 
an entire crucihxton of my little self, of the 
"creed of my skin and my flesh " Pleasure 
and pain, attraction and repulsion, are reduc¬ 
ed to ashes by the constantly burning fire of 
Enlightenment 

Life becomes a joyous process of all envelop¬ 
ing love and not the multiplication of starved 
wishes There is no death, because there is 
no desire There is no foe because there is 
no friend There is no thought, because there 
is no thinker 

The infinite experience is the prerogalu e of 
the infinite personality The thought which is 
the result of the past can't gauge the Timeless 
The mind must become immeasurable to re- 
ccne the reflection of the Limitless of the 
Boundlc'S Reason beclouds Reality speech 
clothes It Truth is neither an object of 
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sceptical senses nor a. set of speculative and 
metaphysical categories It is a vivifying ex¬ 
perience, ever-enlightening ecstasy In the 
temple that is within, a spiritual soliloquy takes 
place I am both master and disciple A 
strange peace invades my inner being, inces¬ 
santly making itself felt, cracking the chrysalis 
of Ego in the vast cosmic ** at-homeness " in 
vast “ Simple Totality * 

I am born m the world of freshness, no¬ 
velty, e\er-new thrills The hours of life pass 
without any preconceived course of action or 
any taboo No ideals, no static moral codes, 
disturb the music of my soul, I merely pick up 
for the moment the right thing tp be done, do 
it and forget it To escape from the tyranny 
of "poppy show goddesses' and time-rigidi- 
fled presumptions is as great a miracle as 'to 
clarify chaos ’ and to be creative in every 
phase of behaviour 

I am satisfied if I am dressed simply, fed 
simply and housed simply Like the American 
clairvoyant Thomas Paine, I also say, ' Let 
those dress who need it " and who are not 
weary of thousands days of dressing and 
undressing The Prophet of Nazarene was 
right when he gave utterance to the truth 
that life was more than meat, and the body 
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edifice Our knowledge is ignorance The 
daj will come when reading will be considered 
as bad a \ice as drinking or gambling What 
are books but products of greed and vanity! 
Those who know do not write 

Spinoza has rightly attributed most of the 
evil done by homo to lus imperfect under 
standing A seeker after truth is ever new at 
night ever new at da> lime Paradise is here 
or nowhere Like Thoreau I can t saj We 
(he and God) never quarrelled 1 did 
quarrel with God but now I have made truce 
I see life from a new vantage ground All 
precarious fears and holocausts are obliterated 
The spiritual dawn brings in its wake light 
and love chasing away ail gloom and doom 
and dreaminess Every moment becomes a 
new experience a new thrill a new discovery 
All crutches are dropped away I become my 
own inspiration my own guiding star The 
strongest man in the ivorld is the man who 
stands most alone observes Dr Stockman 
In this dreary waste of the world the soul lit 
heart is the only oasis In the boundless 
universe there is nothing more sublime than 
the power within a man 

I feel I am dead to all my past and to all 
that was cherished valuable and having no- 
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thing, I am reduced to unique, potent pauper¬ 
ism ITuIogy and elegy are equal to me It 
seems that ' to be " is the primary duty of 
man Rather, to go beyond ' being * and ' be 
coming ’ IS his right, he is the " measure of all 
truth unto himself ’* 

Someone may ask me, "Then have jou 
become a stone ^ *’ My answer will be an em 
phatic ‘ No” 

The post cross life grew ont of me silently 
and spontaneously like a natural burst of 
fragrance out of a lotus Out of my still and 
meditative hours emerged my \isiod of Truth 
and the foundation of my reckless lo\e It is 
not a stoical or cynical outlook upon the run 
nmg, bubbling life, it is an attitude of encom 
passing lo^e and sympathy "Where love 
begins freedom abo begins ” I am neither a 
super human utopian nor a shallow Schopen 
bauerian pessimist Anger, envy, pain, lust 
and arrogance and lawless appetites have not 
left me altogether free, they cross mj way, 
but they come and go like strange migratory 
birds 

A new heart has come into existence a new 
sun has arisen m my heart Something strange, 
fresh and revolutionary is stimng in my breast 
n my mind, m the marrow of my bones The 
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world IS bbrn anew for me The sounds and 
Sights and touches have a different appeal to 
my senses Formerly, thej irritated me, but 
now they enkindle me, throw me in beauty’s 
trance, in love's ecstasy The world is no 
more a “ shadow land ” nor a penal colony, it 
has now become a true home of my spint, a 
held of ta*k and toil and tillage, a sphere of 
free art and free science, of “ wild bells” and 
” the wild sky *’ I love without being senti¬ 
mental and become brotherly without being 
" mushy ” I love that transitorme^s of which 
I was greatly afraid in the past 

The unchanging state of things is real 
death Eternity is housed in a pulsing drop 
of moment, it is compressed into one throb¬ 
bing spiritualizing molecule of time Infinity 
lb not a matter of duration it is vibrating in 
the magic of the Now 

My heart has not become barren I love 
everything both good and bad both beautiful 
and ugly The birds flowers and stars the 
sick and the poor so far neglected by me be¬ 
come now my primary and passionate concern 
The common sun, the sky, the air have become 
uncommon The living waters of life its 
regenerating streams have brought about re¬ 
orientation in the very seed of my Being I 
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taste the right life, sublime, serene md ser- 
Mceable life I ha\c the same thoughts, same 
feelings and urges with ihe onI> difference 
tint ‘lie}' do not enslivcme, instead thej help 
me m gaming new revelation and new freedomi 

I feel I exist m all ages and all cycles, the 
\erysen«eof time and location is lost The 
ambitious and gorgeous pb>s of (he world 
this cosmic drama, appear trifling from the 
pinnacle where I stand toda} 

Man IS mankind The hope of the world 
lies in an individual and not in the world gov¬ 
ernment A single man will set the tenestrial 
disorder aright He has within him a divine 
spark We die of thirst beside the fountain'* 
edge There is no rabbt or priest higher than 
mans own self explored Tnilh, which ever 
serves as a watch tower sa/ing him from all 
detours 

Individual a unit is aself feedingspnng " 

In him is the voice of Prometheus refusing to 
be bound the voice of truth never to be 
strangled by any arrogant gallows Alan is 
not a lone atom he is a building brick of 
cosmos ‘ a piece of priceless mosaic in the 
design of God s universe 
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” This is a lru(h*demanding universe. ” 
Truth is not mocked; it knows no decay It 
shatters all shrines, all profanities 

And this is the world where *' tlie poor are 
stupid from need and the rich from greed,” 
where judgment-seats are money-mints, educa¬ 
tional institutions, cram-sliops, where peace is 
preached through ammunition and through 
atom weapons, where '*sleek-liearted ” advert¬ 
isers have stool on the head of the poets, 
where business is “legalized fraud” and 
journalism, “ an art of polished lying, ” where 
leaders are misleadcrs, where men are boorish 
and women “ mere machines of maternity, " 
-societies, “sick houses” and Bibles, babbles 
The science of the soul is lost I see some m 
the “dock,” others in the “gutter,” still 
others in “ bed ” The clnldren of mud pursue 
the labours of Sisyplius-making and marring, 
tjing and untying, getting angry at what they 
have done, fuming that they could not do 
No man is spiritually safe in this worla, in 
this "pig sty,” no one, particularly who is 
overcome by insurmountable economic pre- 
<iicament Debt is an ever-haunting spook 
nullifying even the very prophet among men 
One of the biggest and most potent and 
highly developed social institutions of today is 
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' governmentand uliat does that government 
do but turn men tnto ucapons, "mto sticks 
and stones ? " I am not narrating a fairy tale, 
It IS a fact TJial government is based on the 
foundation of sands and on sin, uhtch fosters 
stums, fuH of fiat! starved, half naked human 
skeletons mere apologies for men 

I v\as born m a village and in a starving 
family and can knon what hunger and pam 
arc India is a land of villages, >es a land of 
ghosts, human ghosts 1 Man! Hear and see 
and weep I can show >ou widows orphans, 
insulted abused children the homelees and 
landless men who arc not cannon fodder, but 
debt fodder, toil and tears hunger and disease, 
filth and lethargy and tottered moraht}, fear, 
envj revenge and suicide—a dark long 
shadow I How eager the village folk the city- 
folk the mountain dwellers and the valley- 
dwellers, women children and men rich or 
poor, those who are in health resorts and 
those in hospitals men in armchairs men m 
their offices men riding planes, cycles or 
(.jjfjjeJs—all all are to drink the soothing syrup 
of eternal happiness * 

Who will bring hope to this frustrated bulk 
of humanity this spiritually starved race? 
Hope lies in the individual He is the world 
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in mmiaturc He will save the world The 
heiNcnlj star is within him, whatever is Pla¬ 
tonic, whatever is supra mundane is enslirm- 
ed within his soul The true culture, the 
civilization of love, has its first stirrings m 
the human heart, not on the barren soil of 
any organization, beginning with any capital 
letter, big or small, national or international 
Only a man will fulfil the dream of Bernard 
Shaw, the dream of “cosmic housekeeping, ' 
a man who will make liis “claim of wages a 
zero ” a man whose self is effaced 

We can't bring the peace of paradise on 
esrth b}' rr^re p>^i'cc mwe judges 

more soldiers, more spies, more pleaders, more 
hangmen and more engineers and men of pills 
I say aloud, in the words of 'Abdu 1 Baha 
“All economic problems may be solved by 
the application of the Science of the Love of 
God ’ A new man will build a 71m world 
A sage will found the empire of lov e, wh^re 
the gates of houses are never closed Such 
a. man will be his own Messiah 

In man's inner regeneration no one can 
help him, not even Buddha Ahura Mazda 
and Jehovah “Men can develop Tao (The 
cosmic order) Tao docs not develop men 
says an eminent Chinese thinker True pro 
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phcts and apostles eared not for the church, 
churcli they built and ga\c Jt authority "The 
aids to noble hfc arc all uithin," sa}s 
Matthen Arnold 

A man of truth and love establishes noth¬ 
ing around him except a welcoming smile and 
a spirit of sharing Ins bread with others He 
has a few wants, he "moves like wafer, rests 
like mirror, responds like an echo, passes quick¬ 
ly like the non existent, and is quiet as purity " 
He becomes “ a channel for the world,” and 
like (hat earl} sage, wishes only to make two 
blades of grass grow instead of one 

• • • « 

^ly life has taught me a threefold lesson 
" Be truthful be simple, be compassionate ” 

Be clear in thought and pure in deed, give 
'more ” give (hat which is dearer tojou than 
jour life, be frank laj bare your heart and 
mind and soul, be like a lamp shining forth 
with the essences of the world of humanity 
I follow the newly invented path ever- 
evolving evergrowing richer and richer not 
for the seal of approbation, but for its in¬ 
trinsic worth for its inherent charm No more 
artificial stimulants now At times I sit down, 
still and contemplative, gazing at the vast 
landscape of my life, so melancholy and jet 
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SO fascinating; a strange feeling flows into me; 
I become possessed with an insatiable longing 
for adventure, a revolt against the sterile. 
Ignorant, humdrum hocus-pocus of life. 

* * * 

The human life starts with " to be or not 
to be ” and ends m *' to be ” » 

i So now I wait for new occupation like 
Thojeau, to whom '* money, health, delight 
and moral profit *' were all in one, all m a piece. 
The ardour in my heart longs for the work cut 
out of truth and not from tradition, or ambi¬ 
tion, or greed I pant for a sane, busy and 
free solitude, for green foliage, fruits, flowers 
and shrubbeiy% fanning palms and shades and 
delights of cocoanut trees I prefer all thi^ 
unambitious and bare naturalness to " dull 
toiling at the counter of a bank " or a scribe's 
blackboard Let me voice Emerson’s cry, 
“ Good-bye, proud world I m going Home " 
This IS not the autobiography of my out¬ 
ward crust of life but the story of my soul, 
not of my soul, but of the soul of mankind. I 
tried to read man per se without any allusion 
to his pre-histonc lineage of either an ex-angel 
or an ex-ape 

I have no religion to preach nor any ethics 
It IS artlessly said how I suffered from spir- 
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itual ordeals, mental condicts, moral piti 
and economic troubles and how 1 see, on 
/ar horizon, though from a distance, the | 
mised land, the * centre of Indifference "wh 
Truth and Love reign 

This IS not the end The path of Truth 
ever new, ever puzzling ever strenuous 
the ocean of darkness I see the ray of Iig 
Truth comes to revolutionize me I know 
brings love, trials and storms I still gatl 
pebbles on the seashore of endless uorlds 
The meadows near my school, washed ! 
the first showers ol the Monscon, one day i 
■minded me * Why do you write, fnexi 
leaving aside the green earth with its whi 
birds ? ” 



